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Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 


DAD’S EX-BIKER BUDDY 


| thought | was just pulling my motorcycle off the road fora 
quick pit stop... but my whole world stops the moment | see 
her. 


She’s unlike any woman this older man has ever seen... but 
when this younger woman disappears, only to 
mysteriously turn up later at my best friend’s house 
looking for a job, something seems off. 


My best friend and | have ridden together longer than 
she’s been alive, and as much as I want nothing more than a 
life with her, | have to find out what she’s hiding. 


It’s the first time I’ve ever wanted someone like this...the 
first time | met a woman who I knew was my equal... and 
when she tells me she’s ready to experience a first time of 
her own, the possessive side of me comes out Knowing it’s 
time to claim her as mine... forever. 


This former biker mc member will do whatever it takes to 
unravel her past and get to the bottom of the mystery that is 
this younger woman... but will | lose my best friend since 
our motorcycle club days in the process? 


*Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy is an insta-everything “very lite 
motorcycle club” standalone instalove romance with an 
HEA, no cheating, no dubcon, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Marcus 


A line of red fire shoots out from the tight spot between the 
end of my foot peg and the asphalt. | know it’s dangerous to 
do it but the darkness surrounding me and the fact that I’m 
the only one out here invites me to paint the road with these 
fleeting but intense moments of riding. 


The air feels cold as | negotiate the tight bends of the 
mountain pass on my old, trusty bike. Everybody’s told me 
to get rid of it, to buy a newer model that doesn’t need as 
much repair and “is from this century,” but they don’t 
understand. This bike has been with me since the beginning, 
through thick and thin, and has accompanied me as | went 
from a nobody born in the bad part of town to an upstanding 
citizen respected by the whole community. 


| always hated how fast people changed their opinion of me, 
first negative and entirely based on my rugged and 
unkempt look, and then overly positive after finding out I’m 
rich. How pointless and shallow is that? Despite being a thug 
for a big portion of my young adult life, | always felt an 
instant connection with genuine people. Too bad there are 
so few left in the world. 


| snap out of my thoughts as | see the lights of Briar’s Lodge 
near Red Rock Point, one of my favorite watering holes. The 
place offers a great view of Heavens Peak, plenty of beer, 
and soothes my soul. | park my baby near a row of standard 
shiny choppers, bought and poorly personalized by city folk 
who watch too many episodes of Renegade. | can hear the 


noise spill out from inside. It must be one of those guided 
wilderness motorcycle tours that | hear are getting popular 
these days. 


| enter the place and casually wave to Ron the bartender, as 
| pass two joined tables full of slick-looking, Gucci-wearing 
men that sport more motorcycle protective gear than 
necessary. They celebrate some birthday or something, and 
all seem desperate to look happier than they actually are. 
Their smiles are grimaces, and their laughter sounds like 
hyena howls to me. They’re so fake, trying to recapture 
feelings of long lost youth, and looking stupid doing so. 


| walk past, and some of them turn their heads and 
disapprove of me with their eyes. My battered leather jacket 
must not meet their shiny standards. One of them raises his 
nose in disgust and lets out a condescending “Hmmpf’. | 
decide to play the country bumpkin and mess with them a 
little. 


“Good evening, ladies. Now, what is a fine bunch of good- 
looking metrosexuals like you doing in a dump like this?” | 
say, looking the condescending asshole right in the eye. 


His jaw drops, looks around the now silent table and 
responds. “| beg your pardon?” 


“What | really said, since you seem too thick to get it the 
first time around, was. You boys looking for a fight? Is that 
why you're giving me the stink eye? Cause l'Il be happy to 
perform some reconstructive surgery on that well-groomed, 
properly-hydrated jaw of yours. Free of charge, of course. I’m 
generous like that.” 


“Who do you think you are, talking to me like that?” He 
responds, putting a hand on his chest in the most feminine 


way possible. | don’t know what to think of the guy. 


“You looked at me first. Here | was, minding my own 
business when you decided to show me the insides of those 
pretty nostrils of yours. Round these parts here that mean 
one of two things, either you wanna fight, or you wanna get 
fucked. I’m bettin’ it’s the latter, judging by those purty, 
feminine lips of yours.” | retort, trying my best impression of 
an inbred idiot. 


“Can | speak to the manager?” He immediately diverts, 
turning his head to the bartender. 


“You want the nice man to save you from the big bad guy? Is 
that it? | reckon your the type to start shit and then drop it 
as soon as it gets dicey. Let me tell you something, purty lips 
you better think twice about doing that in the countryside. 
You never know when you’re gonna stumble upon some 
crazy folks that don’t take that kind of shit lying down.” The 
asshole’s completely sold on my impromptu act. None of 
them expected this exchange to happen, so they’re caught 
off guard and unable to retort. He looks like an idiot trying to 
solve a hard math problem completely lost. 


| almost lose my hillbilly composure, but manage to keep a 
straight face and decide to end it. | don’t want to start a 
fight in my favorite bar. “If any of you fine ladies wants 
something from me, l'Il be on the observation deck.” | finish 
and walk off with Ron giving me a silent disapproving look 
from behind the bar. 


The deck is my favorite place. It’s cold tonight, but | like it. | 
take a seat in one of the wood chairs, and Ron appears with 
a beer. 


“What are you doing, Marc?” He asks me, as he puts the 
beer on the table. 


“Hey, Ron. I’m just giving the tourists a bit of that wild 
adventure the travel agency promised them.” 


“Listen, times have changed. City folk are my best 
customers right now, so I can’t have you scaring the living 
daylights out of them. | hate them just as much as you but 
they bring the green, so you zip it, or I'm gonna beat on you 
like you stole something. When | go back inside I’m gonna 
yell at you like we were arguing and you’re gonna keep 
quiet, understand?” He announces as he winks at me. 


“You haven’t managed to beat me since the third grade. 
Even then, you and that Weinstein kid had to gang up on 
me, remember?” | remind him. 


“It’s one of my fondest memories. Ah, the sound of me 
putting my boot to your face...good times. Now get ready to 
be yelled at.” 


“You do what you gotta do.” | tell him as he walks off. 


“And you leave those good people alone, or I’m gonna put 
the hurtin on you, you hear me?” He yells after opening the 
door. 


The group seems pleased enough and goes back to their 
celebrating. | get comfy in my chair and soak up the 
atmosphere. The door behind me opens a little while later. 


“l'm still good on the beer, Ron.” | say, thinking that the cold 
outside wards off anybody but him. No response. | turn 
around and see her. My world stops. 


She closes the door while putting a strand of her long black 
hair behind her ear. | forget to breathe. They say an image is 
worth a thousand words. But words don’t do her justice. This 
woman is the closest thing to an angel that I can think of. 
She’s tall, thin, and makes the regular long jacket and high 
boots that she’s wearing look out of this world. 


So much visual and emotional information is coming into my 
brain that | feel frozen in place. | can only stare. She notices 
me, nods slightly, and walks past me to the railing. The 
gesture is subtle, but it hits me like a freight train. My eyes 
follow her without conscious input. 


She gets to where she wants to go and pulls out a phone. 
She dials a number, leans on the guard rail and waits. Her 
breath is visible and glows a slight blue as the moonlight 
passes through. | can’t tell if l'm awake or dreaming. 


The person on the other end picks up. Her voice pierces the 
chilly air and reaches my ears, it sounds like a mix of 
innocence and learned determination. “Hey, it’s me...Yes, I’m 
almost there. | took a break, I’m tired... No. | booked a hotel 
room, don’t worry...We’ve talked about this already. | have to 
do this, to find him. | need to know. Both of us need closure 
on this...No. If you don’t have the courage to do it, l'Il do it 
for you...Yes, l'Il be careful. | love you. Bye.” She finishes and 
hangs up. I| absorb every word carefully, like drinking 
vintage wine. She instantly intrigues me. 


Silence washes over the deck, and it’s so quiet that | can 
hear her breathing, taking in the crisp mountain air in long, 
full breaths. She’s aware of my presence and turns slightly 
now and then, taking quick peeks at me. | remember 
reading somewhere that women are much more sensitive to 
their surroundings, and their self-preservation instinct is 
much stronger than men’s. Maybe she sees me aS a 


potential threat? | decide to show her that I’m not some 
creepo and introduce myself properly. 


“| don’t mean to bother you, but I couldn’t help but notice 
how beauththth...” | mumble as | choke on my saliva and 
begin coughing. Shit, | messed that up. Why am I so 
nervous? 


The woman turns around, and | can’t make out what she’s 
thinking. She looks at me, puzzled for a second. I’m trying to 
save the situation, but the cough gets the better of me. | put 
a hand to my mouth and raise the index finger on my other 
hand, signaling this angel to wait. She complies with a smile 
that signifies she’s amused and also feels a little sorry for 
me. | finish coughing and raise my head, ready for round 
two. As | open my mouth to speak, she beats me to the 
punch. 


“You don’t seriously think you can still look cool after that?” 
“| wasn’t trying to look cool. | had to speak up.” | reply. 


“Why?” She asks, folding her arms. | can see the wheels in 
her head turning and arriving at the conclusion that I’m 
trying to pick her up with some old, overused line. She’s 
right and wrong at the same time. 


“| don’t know!” | answer sincerely, and our eyes truly meet 
for the first time. She looks a little baffled by my response 
but holds my gaze. | stare at her, and my body feels like it’s 
simultaneously melting into the chair and evaporating. Her 
eyes trap me, and my spirit responds to her unapologetic 
femininity. | instantly feel the need to protect this woman. 


“Are you alright?” She inquires, sizing me up while tilting 
her head to the side. | realize I’ve been leaning toward her 


without knowing, and must look like a starstruck idiot. | 
quickly lean back and do my best to appear normal. 


“Yes, sorry about that, | don’t know what came over me. | am 
Marcus, by the way.” | blurt out and extend my hand. She’s 
fifteen feet away from me, there’s no way she can reach that 
far. Why did | do that? 


“Still at it, | see.” She says and giggles. 


At least I’ve got her laughing. She moves toward me slowly, 
in a controlled manner. Her legs gracefully move one in front 
of the other, like a runway model practicing her craft. Her 
boots make thumping sounds that become a countdown to 
the next time she speaks to me. My hand is still extended, 
ashamed but begging for the sweet release of her touch. 


She reaches me and takes my hand. Her skin is cold, soft, 
irresistibly inviting. The warmth from my hand begins to 
transfer into hers, and I’m ready to give it all to her. She 
leans down, and | realize | am still sitting, too late to stand 
up now. 


“Hello, Marcus. You are weird.” She announces. A lock of her 
long, black hair escapes her ear and brushes over my hand, 
sending a thousand volts through my arm and into my 
chest. It suddenly becomes hard to breathe. | can feel her 
subtle perfume gracing my sense of smell and activating a 
primal matchmaking mechanism in my brain. She is beyond 
compatible, she’s perfect! Every cell of my body screams to 
me that this woman is the one. Then I’m hit with the sudden 
realization of what she just said. 


“W-What? Weird? No, no, no, I’m...you’re...”, | stutter, and it 
dawns on me, the only words | could say that stand a chance 


of expressing what I’m feeling. “You are perfect. | am going 
to make you mine.” 


Her eyes widen. Her face becomes red, and she lets go of my 
hand, taking a step back. She stands there unsure of what to 
say. | feel like I’ve have spoken the truth for the first time in 
my life. We stare at each other like two children who just 
uttered a bad word and feel the pressure of the forbidden. 
She looks to the side, revealing a beautiful ear adorned with 
a tasteful earring. The angel turns back to me. 


“What am | supposed to say to that? Why would you say 
that to somebody you just met? It’s not right to play with 
those words.” She scolds me with the most delicious pout. 


“| assure you, | mean no harm. I’m not like this, usually. | 
don’t Know what’s happening with me right now.” | reveal. 


“Are you on drugs?” 

“No, Ma’am.” | respond stoically, a little irritated that the 
most sincere feeling I’ve ever felt looks like an ecstasy trip 
to her. 

Her face brightens up a bit, and a smile makes its way onto 
the corner of her mouth. “You are all kinds of weird mister, 
but | sort of like it. You look like the mean wolf, but you act 
like a puppy.” | would bark right this second if she asked me 
to. She turns to the door and walks away. 

“Wait, you're leaving?” | ask, my heart sinking. 

“Yes, | have to be somewhere.” 


“Can |help you in any way? Do you need a ride?” 


“No, | have a car. It’s getting late, and | want to reach 
Columbia Falls before midnight.” 


She’s going to the Falls, my town. 
“I'm from Columbia Falls.” | announce like a third grader. 


“Ok, Marcus from Columbia Falls, it was nice to meet you. 
Take care of yourself.” She finishes and opens the door. 


“Wait, will | ever see you again? Can | see you 
again...please?” | beg with no regard for the way that it 
makes me look and sound. | have no filter for my desires at 
this moment, and | let it all out in a raw form. 


She stops, smiles, and looks me in the eye. Analyzing my 
intentions and movements, silently picking her answer. 


“You said you’re going to make me yours, right?” 
“Right!” 


“| don’t believe you. Prove me wrong, if you can.” She 
challenges me and exits swiftly. Her words dig deep into my 
soul and become the driving force of my existence. | not 
only accept the challenge but welcome it wholeheartedly. | 
stand up and follow her. She’s already in the parking lot 
heading toward a small red coupe that | didn’t bother to 
notice coming in. | don’t know what I’m going to do once | 
catch up to her, but | must be in her presence. She blew my 
mental walls away like nobody before her. This woman is 
different, and | have to find out why. 


| pass the joined tables, and a hand grabs my jacket. | turn 
around to see one of the slick city men, obviously inebriated 


and apparently having found his balls after a couple of 
drinks, trying to say something to me. 


“Look, man, | don’t have time for this.” | tell him and pull my 
jacket out of his weak grip. One step later, he grabs me 
again. | can feel a vein on my neck swelling with blood and 
my bad habits taking over. 


| turn around, and as he begins saying. “Who the fu..”, | 
headbutt him right in his perfect teeth. He falls to the floor, 
covering his mouth and now the whole table stands up. | 
take a peek outside, and my angel is already in her car. I’ve 
got to hurry, so | scan the group for the biggest, baddest- 
looking male. He’s right at the edge of the table muscular 
with a stupid neck tattoo of a roaring lion. He likes gaping 
mouths, l'Il give him one. 


Before the group can organize, | dash to the muscle-head 
and punch him in the solar plexus. His mouth opens, and his 
airways close. He gasps for air with a panicked look on his 
face, instilling fear in his friends. Good, that’s what | wanted. 
Now they hesitate. 


| back away slowly but notice a guy trying to sucker punch 
me from the side. | evade his knuckles and counter with a 
palm strike to the neck. He joins his friend on the floor. The 
others are loud but aren’t coming forward. | take my chance 
and head outside. 


The red coupe is gone. She said she’s going to Columbia 
Falls. She has to drive right by Lake McDonald, and until she 
reaches Apgar, there’s only one road she can take to the 
Falls. | can still catch her on my bike. 


The extras from “Wild Hog” have finally organized 
themselves into a semi-decent rabble and exit the lodge. 


Those assholes are in my way, and now I’m pissed. They 
want a bar fight so that’s what they'll get. 


| beat them like I’m possessed. | have plenty of street 
fighting experience, and these guys are about as strong as 
grandmas who've recently taken up Pilates. Most of them fall 
after one punch. The condescending guy | spoke to is among 
the last to make his way to me. | grab his neck, and it feels 
tiny in my hand. I slap him repeatedly, alternating between 
my palm and the back of my hand. He falls unconscious 
after the third strike. 


The last three give up and run back inside, abandoning their 
companions some friends they are. By the end, | feel bad the 
city slickers were too easy. Still, | have no time to lose. | hop 
on my bike and drive down the mountain. Once | reach Lake 
McDonald and see no sign of her, | hurry to Apgar and enter 
the town, no sign of her. The problem is that the road forks 
here. She could have taken either one to reach the Falls. | go 
for the longer but more direct Camas Road, praying that her 
GPS sent her down this comfortable route. 


| was wrong. She took the other road, and | realized it only 
after speeding like a devil to Columbia Falls. Dammit, | lost 
her. | don’t know her name or where exactly she was going. 
Wait, she said she booked a hotel room for the night. There 
are only so many hotels in this town. 


| check the hotel parking lots one by one and find the car 
parked outside the Flathead River Lodge. | can’t believe | 
found her. My head’s clear by now, and | realize that barging 
in on her can’t win me any points. | go in and ask about her. 
The receptionist knows me and looks up her information 
without asking questions. 


“So, a Ms. Isabel Jenkins checked in just now, tall, brunette, 
pretty as a picture. Can | help you with anything else?” The 
receptionist asks. 


Her name is Isabel. 
“Yes. How long is she staying?” | ask. 
“Let me see. She booked the room for seven days.” 


“Alright. Thanks for the information. Have a good one.” | say 
and exit the building. Her name is Isabel. | can finally put a 
name to her image and what a name it is. It fits her 
innocence well and makes her more precious to me. She’s 
going to be in town for a week, so | have plenty of time to 
meet her. | have to do this right, so l'Il create the 
opportunity to prove her wrong tomorrow. 


| head back to my place a couple of miles down the road, 
park my bike in the garage, take a seat in my favorite spot 
on the patio, and crack open a cold one. My body is filled 
with adrenaline, and | can’t settle down. | need to think 
about what happened tonight. | can’t remember ever losing 
my confidence like that before. What was that? I can’t even 
tell how much time we spent together, it could have been a 
couple of minutes or... dammit, | can’t tell. 


This woman made me look like an idiot, and | loved every 
second of it. Not the looking like an idiot part, but the 
feeling she provoked in me. What was that? Now that I’m 
paying attention, | still feel it. This is unlike anything I’ve 
experienced before. | can’t even compare it to anything else. 
I’m confused...and tired. Sleep comes over me, and as my 
awareness fades, my last conscious thoughts are of her. 


CHAPTER 2 


Marcus 


I’m up around seven the next day. It’s Saturday and Art 
already told me I could take the weekend off. When | spoke 
to him, he seemed a little concerned about me. He’s gotten 
soft in the last few years. Maybe we both have. 


| hurry through my morning routine and drive back to the 
Flathead River Lodge, expecting to find her car there, 
Surprise, surprise, it’s gone. | decide to swing by later since 
she’s going to be here for a while. | must have faith in the 
strength of this new feeling inside me. The plan is to go train 
and then head to Art’s house. Maybe he’ll has some good 
advice for me. 


| work out like a mad man. I’ve always been big and 
muscular but never really had an interest in showing off. 
Now | feel like I’ve found somebody that | want to impress. | 
finish my training and head for the showers. There’s a 
mirrored wall on the side. | plant myself in front of it and 
assess my progress. 


| became more disciplined in the last couple of years. Part of 
this discipline was going to the gym six times a week, and 
I’ve held onto it for the most part. My body is pretty ripped 
but not like those magazine-cover pretty boys. | look more 
like a determined mountain man who decided to cut down 
all the trees in the state. What if she’s freaked out by my 
size? | swat the thoughts away, shower, get dressed, and 
head for Art’s place. 


He and | have different tastes when it comes to houses. Mine 
was built by a professional who came to me with modern, 
tasteful suggestions and ended up building a beautiful, mid- 
sized home. Art was involved in every aspect of the design 
of his house and caused more than a few headaches for the 
architect. He went overboard on the staff too. | have a 
housemaid that comes in twice a week, he has a fleet of 
beautiful people catering to his every whim. 


Can't blame him though. When we hung up our gang coats, 
he promised himself that he would eventually lead a life of 
luxury. We worked our asses off, got into the big leagues, 
and he held to his word. Art surrounded himself with 
beautiful girls and lived a life of debauchery for a while until 
he realized that he was doing it to cover up the pain of 
losing the love of his life. 


It happened before my time in the gang. | found out about it 
one night when Art was so drunk that he lost control and 
told me everything. He wept and cursed his criminal life 
because it had robbed him of what was most precious to 
him, his woman. Art told me that she simply disappeared 
one day. Sometimes | think that he quit the gang because of 
her. Well her and the beating that | gave him when | realized 
he was killing himself by drowning in drugs and pointless 
violence. 


| get there and marvel once again at the oversized two-story 
mansion with an outdoor pool, a jacuzzi, and a ridiculous 
garage filled with the bikes and cars that we used to dream 
about. The place is a bit over the top, but I like it. It 
resembles Art. | drive past his gate and notice a “staff 
wanted” sign. How many housemaids can a person need? | 
park my bike in the gated driveway and walk in. 


Art is watching the news on a former wall that is now a 
humongous TV, and getting a mani-pedi from two 
professionals. His back is turned, and | can see his bald spot. 
| feel the urge to slap it, but | control myself. | silently get 
behind him and massage his shoulders. He doesn’t turn 
around, as if this is normal and part of the course at his 
house. | squeeze harder and harder until he gets 
uncomfortable. 


“What in the hell kind of massage is...” He shouts before 
noticing me. “Marcus, you overpowered bastard | thought 
the masseuse was displeased with her salary again. Come, 
sit down.” He points to the couch near him. “What have you 
been up to?” 


“Arthur, something happened last night. | rode to Briar’s 
Lodge...” | begin explaining, but he interrupts me. 


“You said my whole name, it must be serious. Did you get 
into a fight again?” 


“Yes, but that is beside the point. | met a...” | manage to say 
before he cuts in. 


“Again? We don’t do that anymore. You said it yourself. No 
more violence. We’re on the straight and narrow now, my 

friend. Get that through your extra-thick skull.” He scolds 
me. 


“| didn’t start the fight, not on purpose anyway. What I’m 
trying to tell you is...” | begin and notice him opening his 
mouth to interrupt again. | cut him short by raising my 
voice. “ARTHUR! Forget the fight it was nothing. | found a 
woman there.” 


Art closes his mouth. He looks at me, and a smirk appears up 
on his face. “You found a woman? What do you mean, you 
found a woman? You make it sound like she’s a piece of 
amethyst you stumbled upon in the mountains. There’s 
plenty of women all over the place, you know. | could 
introduce you to some.” He replies, and slapping his belly. 


“Art, I’m serious. | met a woman and could not, for the life of 
me speak to her normally.” 


“So what’s new? I’m kidding, don’t hit me!” He pleads when 
| raise my fist. “Listen,” he continues, “you’re one of the 
most level-headed people | know. I’ve never seen anybody 
keep his cool in tight situations better than you. But you 
know, we all fire blanks now and then. It’s no big deal. Go 
out, practice a little, and you'll be back to your old self in no 
time.” 


“You misunderstand me. | saw her, and my mind went blank. 
We had a conversation, but it felt like | wasn’t even there. | 
don’t know what this is. I’ve never felt anything like this 
before.” 


“Was she hot?” He asks. 


“She looked like a dream, the good kind. | couldn’t take my 
eyes off of her.” 


“SWEET!” Art whistles. “Sounds serious. You my friend suffer 
from a terminal case of pussy on a pedestal syndrome.” He 
denounces and laughs before | lose my cool and punch him 
in the shoulder, causing the girl working on his nails to mess 


up. 


“That hurt, you dick!” He curses. 


“You had it coming. This is something else, Art. This is big. | 
haven't been able to stop thinking about her since 
yesterday. She did something to me, or something in me 
changed after | saw her.” 


Art shifts his expression. He looks at me as if he wants to say 
something. He remains silent and seems to be thinking hard, 
| can see a hint of sadness in his eyes. His face change as he 
abandons his cheeky demeanor. When he speaks again, his 
voice is completely different, as if my words finally reached 
him. 


“So you found one, a woman that makes you feel like that.” 
He says with a seriousness that | haven’t heard from him in a 
while. He isn’t playing anymore. “How does she feel about 
you?” 


“She left without telling me her name. | Know she’s in town 
for a week. That’s all | have to go on.” | reveal as my chest 
contracts recalling how she disappeared into the night. 


“You let her go? Are you a moron? Do you know how rare 
these encounters are? Most people never get these chances, 
and you let it slip through your fingers.” I’m not sure, but | 
think Art’s eyes are a bit watery. He frowns at me intensely, 
as if to emphasize my blunder. 


“| followed her but got in a fight, and the assholes slowed 
me down. | lost her, but | Know she’s in the Falls for seven 
days.” | disclose. 


“Marcus, you have to fix this. | cannot emphasize enough 
how important this is. If what you’re saying is true, if you let 
her go now, you will regret it for the rest of your life. Trust 
me on this.” He states in a low voice, reminding me of the 
power, influence, and the presence he had as our gang 


leader. He tears up a bit but holds it in, and | know he’s 
thinking about his long-lost woman. It’s almost as if | am 
facing a dark, regretful future self that warns me not to walk 
the same path. His pain is genuine and moves me. | 
appreciate his care for me. 


“I think | understand. | want to do it right, so | need your 
help with this.” | plead. 


“You have it, you rusty bastard. l'Il whip you into shape, and 
you'll swoop her off her feet as you should!” He declares 
loudly. 


We continue talking, and | tell him the whole story. Art gets 
into it and seems to understand everything that I’m saying. 
The doorbell rings in the background. A few minutes later, 
one of the maids comes and tells Art that somebody saw the 
“help wanted” sign and wants an interview. 


“Is ita man?” Art asks. 
“No sir, a young woman.” The maid responds. 


“Well, bring her in then. We'll have the interview here.” He 
says, and the maid complies. “We’ll continue our discussion 
after this, Marcus. | got the gist of it, and we’ll make a plan 
that works.” He says to me and turns toward the door. 


| look in the same direction, and my jaw drops. She walks in, 
the woman from the Lodge. She looks nervous. Her 
breathing is shallow, and her steps lack the cool confidence 
and mystery that they oozed the day before. She inches 
closer to the living room, her eyes fixated on Arthur. | can 
see her swallowing multiple times. She looks almost 
frightened. Art seems a little confused by her behavior but is 


paying close attention and invites her to sit down on an 
armchair across from me and takes a seat. 


“Hello, my name is Art, and | own this house. Maddie told me 
you Saw our sign and want to talk to me about it.” He says 
as he points to the maid. 


“Hello. My name is Isabel.” She says and extends her 
trembling hand awkwardly. Amused, Art takes her hand and 
Shakes it. | get a flashback of my handshake with her. 


“I saw that you might have a job opening and wondered 
whether you could...hire me.” She continues in an almost 
silent, stuttered voice. It feels like the words are struggling 
to come out of her mouth. Art picks up on it and feels bad, 
so he smiles politely. 


“Look, Isabel,” He articulates, and her eyes water up 
instantly, “are...are you ok? Did | do something?” 


The sight of a crying woman is unbearable for most men, 
and they will go above and beyond to make her feel better. 
Art looks around panically and doesn’t know what to do. 
Isabel quickly wipes her eyes with her sleeve in a very 
tomboyish way. She puts her hands on her knees and looks 
at the floor with a frown as if to control her feelings through 
willpower alone. She looks so cute and helpless. Before | can 
intervene, she pulls herself together. 


Her face points down, but she raises her gaze to Art, hitting 
him with massive puppy dog eyes that stop him from flailing 
around. He quietly settles down and pays close attention to 
her. 


“Are you alright, child?” He asks with genuine concern and 
her eyes begin swelling up again. “Whoa, whoa, sorry, | 


didn't mean to do...whatever I did wrong.” He exclaims and 
jumps out of his chair. 


He picks up a box of tissues and brings it to her. Isabel takes 
one and gently pads her face. Art turns to me with a look of 
total surprise and shrugs his shoulders. | barely notice him, 
my focus is on her. The sight of her pain slashes away at my 
soul, but | can’t help her because I’m just as confused as Art. 


“I'm sorry about that. You didn’t do anything wrong. Please 
don’t feel bad.” She articulates, looking at Art. 


“You don’t have to hold back.” He responds in a soft, 
genuine voice, “We all have our baggage and our own story 
to carry around. | understand how that can be heavy 
sometimes. I’m not going to send you away because of that. 
If you need this job so badly, you'll get it. | have a soft spot 
for canaries with broken wings.” He winks at her, and she 
lights up with a tearful smile. Art smiles as well, and they 
look at each other for a while. She wipes her face clean and 
takes a more dignified stance. 


“I'm glad you feel better. Now, | have two job openings at 
the moment, housemaid and cook. Can you do any of those 
things?” 


“Yes, | can. | used to clean houses for a little extra money 
back in college. | can also cook my mother taught me. All my 
friends tell me I’m good at it.” She reveals and looks 
embarrassed, having to boast about her skills. God that 
innocent air about her is killing me. 


“| see. Tell you what, | can live with one less housemaid 
around, but since my last cook left, I’ve been eating nothing 
but junk. What do you say we take this interview right into 


the practical part and you cook me something?” He 
proposes. 


“Excellent idea.” She accepts and seems confident for the 
first time since she walked in. “What would you like to eat?” 


“What can you cook?” Art inquires, pleased that her mood 
has changed. 


“Too many dishes to count. A wise person taught me this 
about cooking, besides filling your belly food can elicit 
feelings as well. Give me a dish that you haven’t eaten ina 
long time, one that is close to your heart and l'Il show you 
what | mean.” She declares, in control of her emotions and 
smiling. 


Art is taken by surprise and hesitates for a moment. He 
thinks for a while, sneaking looks at Isabel. His face becomes 
serious as an idea comes to him. He wants to say something 
but seems unsure of himself. | can see nostalgia in his eyes. 


“You want to make me something close to my heart? That 
certainly makes for an interesting challenge. Alright | 
haven’t had this in more than twenty years, but the memory 
of it is still there. The dish is called Cheesy Provolone Baked 
Chicken. My gal used to cook it for me and let me tell you 
she did an amazing job. | could never have enough of it. | 
know it’s a tall order, but you kind of asked for it.” 


“I can do it. Do you have provolone cheese?” She asks quite 
naturally. 


“You know the recipe?” Art inquires, intrigued. 


“Yes. We used to have that at my house all the time when | 
was growing up. When we didn’t have any provolone, we 


used Parmesan instead, and it worked just as well.” She 
reveals. 


“Really? You can do that? | don’t have provolone, but there’s 
plenty of Parmesan. All the ingredients you need are in the 
kitchen. l'Il send Maddie with you to show you where 
everything is and to help.” He says, and Isabel stands up 
and walks toward the maid. 


“You know that you need to add mayonnaise, sour cream...” 
He begins explaining, but she interjects. 


“Salt, pepper, garlic powder, and Italian seasoning. | know. 
Would you like the chicken to be tender or well done?” 
Isabel inquires. 


Art is speechless. He wasn’t expecting that answer. He 
mumbles a “well done” and then follows her with his eyes as 
she disappears behind the kitchen door. “Would you look at 
that,” he exclaims, “who would have thought she knows the 
Original recipe? Marcus, I’ve tried to have that made 
countless times over the years, but it’s never tasted right. 
She's the first one to know about it, let alone name the 
correct ingredients. Oh, | hope she’s good. | like her.” 


He looks at me carefully. “What's wrong with you?” 
“Arthur, she’s the one...the one I met at the Lodge.” | say. 


His face becomes serious. He looks in the direction of the 
kitchen and then back at me. He lowers his gaze, falls deep 
in thought, and after a while, lets out a low “Ohh.” He looks 
at me and nods for a long time. | can practically see his 
neurons firing and establishing the connections necessary 
for him to wrap his mind around the concept. He finally 
speaks. 


“| think I get it. | can see why you fell for her. She’s been 
here five minutes, and she’s already taken me through a 
rollercoaster of emotions. Now she’s in my kitchen, cooking 
nostalgic food. Marcus, there’s something special about this 
girl. | can’t put my finger on it, but | feel it. She’s...real. | 
don’t even know how to express it right. I think | understand 
your confusion a little bit better now.” He nods and leans 
back, putting his hand on his chin. 


We wait for the baked chicken in silence. | feel like I’ve been 
struck by lightning ever since she walked in. Art reclines 
comfortably in his seat and exclaims. “l'Il be damned.” every 
couple of minutes, varying his tonality. | decide to take a 
walk through the yard and clear my thoughts. As I stare 
mindlessly at a tree, Art calls me in enthusiastically. The 
food is ready. 


| walk in, and a delicious smell wafts past my nostrils. Art is 
smiling like a kid, telling me to hurry. | haven’t seen him this 
excited in a long time. “Ohhh, if nothing else, the smell is 
right on point. | swear to God, if it tastes right I’m gonna lose 
it!” He professes and trembles with excitement. | take a seat 
at the large dinner table. Art sits beside me, shuffling his 
feet. 


Maddie walks in with plates and cutlery. Isabel comes in with 
a steaming tray and puts it in front of us. Arthur's eyes are 
wide. His mouth slightly open. He looks at the food with 
admiration, and | can feel his anticipation. “Bon appétit.” 
Isabel says and notices me. | realize from her surprise that 
she had no idea | was there for the whole interview. She 
looks at me with a “what are you doing here?” face. | nod to 
Art and say. “He’s my friend.” She gets it. 


“Well, don’t just stand there, join us. Please, take a seat. 
Maddie, bring her a plate as well.” Art orders, oblivious to 
what’s going on. “I don’t wanna jinx this, but it smells 
perfect, it looks perfect, please, please, please, dear Lord, let 
it taste good too.” He prays and scoops up a piece of chicken 
onto his plate. | look at Isabel. She has a hand under her 
chin, her head tilted slightly to the side and is gazing at Art, 
smiling happily. She’s so beautiful that it’s a test of 
willpower on my part to look away. 


Art cuts a piece, inspects it, smells it, and puts it in his 
mouth. He chews a couple of times and then stops. The 
happiness drains from his face, and his head drops a bit. He 
must not like it. | look at Isabel, but her expression hasn’t 
changed despite this new development. 


Art’s eyes close, and tears form in the corners of his eyes 
and begin to travel down his cheeks. He begins to chew 
again and takes his time with it. After he swallows he opens 
his eyes looks at Isabel and barely manages to squeeze out 
the word “perfect.” He doesn’t say anything after that. Like a 
kid who just got a beating from his parents and now has to 
eat, he sits quietly, tears streaming down his face while he 
chews. Isabel seems fixated on him. There’s nothing | can do 
but let this play out. 


| take a piece of chicken and put it on my plate. Art’s 
reaction has certainly made me curious, and | am dying to 
eat something that this angel in the shape of a woman has 
cooked. Just like Art, | use my sense of vision and smell first 
and my mouth waters. | cut a big piece and shove it in my 
mouth. | understand that Art is crying because the taste 
reminds him of someone. The fact is that the taste alone is 
enough to make a grown man grateful that he was born and 
had the honor to experience something like this. It’s the 


taste of home, the taste of peace, the feeling of that instant 
happiness you got as a kid. 


My face relaxes, and | feel an abundance of joy spreading 
from my mouth throughout my body, lifting my spirit and 
easing me into effortless satisfaction. Who knew food could 
do that to you. | feel I’m smiling but make no effort to 
change or hide that. | feel so at ease. Isabel looks at me fora 
moment, gracing me with the same beautiful smile she 
offers to Art. Our eyes meet, and | feel she knows how 
grateful | am. She swings back to Art, and | continue eating. 


Art and | eat everything. “I could lick the bottom of this tray, 
that’s how good it was!” Art exclaims. “Do you have any idea 
what you have done?” He asks. 


“I think | do, but | want to hear your take on it.” Isabel 
encourages him, smiling sheepishly. 


“Isabel, sweetheart, you have no idea how much happiness 
you bring to this old man. | can’t even describe how good 
that was. You didn’t just nail it, you knocked it out of the 
park. You were hired from my first bite into that delicious 
piece of meat. Please say that you accept. | cannot go back 
to normal food now.” Arthur pleads. 


“| don’t know...” She answers, looking up and tapping her 
chin. 


Art’s heart sinks. He puts his arms forward, tries to speak but 
doesn’t know what to say. He gargles like a slightly confused 
zombie. Isabel looks at him and chuckles, barely holding in 
her laughter. 


“| was kidding. I’m sorry, | didn’t think it would upset you 
that much.” 


Art turns to me, and | can’t hold it in either. He looks so 
funny and helpless. We both laugh at him for a bit, and 
when we settle down, Art stands up. 

“Miss Isabel, it would be an honor if you would grace my 
humble home with your spirited presence and amazing 
cooking skills.” He says as he bows ceremoniously. 

“We haven’t talked about salary and working hours yet. 
Those are important points to cover in a job interview, don’t 
you think?” She vocalizes, and Art is panicking. 


“I'll give you anything you want, just say yes, for God’s 
sakes!” He utters in disbelief. 


“In that case, | accept.” She lets him off the hook. 


“Good, excellent. | am so happy you have no idea. You can 
start right away.” Exclaims Art. 


“No, | can’t.” She replies. 

“Why?” Art asks. 

“I came into town yesterday. | live in a hotel, and if | am 
going to work here, | have to find a place to live first. | 
intend to do that today.” She explains. 


“We can help you there.” He offers. 


“No, thank you. | can take care of this myself. What time 
should | be here tomorrow?” She inquires. 


“Alright. Let’s see, how about eight o’clock?” Art suggests. 


“That sounds good. I guess l'Il see you tomorrow then, 
mister...Art...Arthur?” She says. 


“Just Art is fine.” He says. 


She stands up, gets a little embarrassed, nods to the both of 
us, and then walks out. We follow her with our eyes until 
she’s out of sight. Art turns to me with a look of youthful 
excitement and happiness plastered over his otherwise 
aging face. “Marcus, you made the right choice falling for 
her. This girl is...| don’t even know. | feel her hidden spirit 
beneath that beautiful face. Oh, we are in for a treat with 
this one. You hold on to her with all your strength and pray 
to God that returns your feelings. We’re gonna pull out all 
the stops for her, my boy!” Art articulates and smacks me 
hard over the back. 


| soend a while longer at his house, talking about Isabel. | 
eventually leave but not before making sure I’m invited to 
his place the following day. Once home, | can’t stand still. | 
decide to drop by the office to see if everything is alright. 


The drive to Kalispell is unusually pleasant. | arrive and clear 
out some last minute deliveries with our drivers. | look for 
more work to do, but the place is well organized, and my 
excited presence seems to bother the employees, so | leave 
them to it and ride the mountain passes until the evening. 
Once | arrive home, | crack open a beer and sit on my patio, 
smiling like an idiot, and looking forward to the next day. 


CHAPTER 3 


Marcus 


| wake up with purpose. Although it is Sunday, | feel 
strangely energetic. | haven’t felt like this in years. I’ve 
always been disciplined and done the required work 
properly, but now that I think about it, I’ve only done it out 
of habit and need. The last time | really wanted something 
was when | convinced Art to leave the gang with me and 
start the life we used to dream about. The memories of that 
time are still vivid. | take my coffee mug, go outside, bask in 
the morning sun, and reminisce for a little while. 


| officially joined The Hoodlums as they called themselves 
when | was twenty-three years old. They were a part of my 
life way before that, ever since | was a kid. | grew up in 
Columbia Falls to a deadbeat father and a mother that would 
only acknowledge me when I brought home money to feed 
her alcohol addiction, | thought that was normal in every 
family. She would send me to look for day jobs while she sat 
at home, wasted. | believed | was helping. 


Dad walked out on us when | was six years old, and | haven’t 
seen him since. | remember the day he disappeared, asking 
mom why daddy hadn’t come home, she answered casually. 
“Daddy... has some problems he needs to take care of that’s 
why he won't be coming home for a while.” 


At least she sent me to school. | think she did it so that the 
neighbors wouldn’t get too involved and I’d be out of her 
hair for half a day. | caught on pretty early that | was the 
man of the house and did my best to keep the place in order. 


There wasn’t an alternative, so | learned to be fine with it. | 
loved my mom, and that’s what kept me going. 


When I was ten, | learned that you could make money by 
running errands and doing odd jobs for adults. The pocket 
change they gave me seemed like so much money to me 
back then. A group of my friends and | started doing it but 
pretty soon, the others got bored or distracted, and | was the 
only one left. | couldn’t quit like them. My mom needed help, 
so | kept at it. 


Every day after school, | would go to people who knew me, 
and ask if they needed help with anything. At first, they 
gave me easy stuff to do, like rake the leaves in their yards 
or wash their cars. | did the best | could and pretty soon, 
they realized | was useful. They gave me more things to do, 
and | was busy as a bee. The work was hard for a kid my age, 
but | looked at it like getting paid for playing. It made things 
easier, and | had fun, most of the time. 


My friends noticed | wasn’t hanging with them anymore and 
Saw me around town carrying stuff or working. They didn't 
pay much attention to it at first, but in time, became 
irritated with me. | wasn't hanging out with them anymore, 
and they took that badly. They threw me out of their group 
and made sure everybody at school found out | was “selling 
myself for pennies.” 


They weren’t far off. The money | made wasn’t much, but 
combined with my mom's welfare, it was enough to get by 
every month. | felt good, seeing her smile when | came home 
and dumped the contents of my pockets on the table. | was 
making a difference in her life, and she praised me. It was 
enough. 


One day, | got angry with one of my former friends for 
throwing dirt on a fence | had just painted and beat the crap 
out of him. | felt bad hitting him, but he kept threatening me 
he would make sure | couldn't get work anymore. | told him | 
had to work to support my family, but he wouldn’t listen and 
kept going on about how my dad was never coming back, 
and my mom was trailer trash. That angered me, so | beat 
him until the only sounds coming out of his mouth were 
whimpers. 


Later, he came back with the whole gang and jumped me. | 
was Saved by a passing group of motorcycle-riding men. The 
Hoodlums. They stopped their bikes in front of us and revved 
up their engines until the boys who were taking turns 
kicking my head got scared and ran away. A burly man 
called Hog got off his bike and helped me up. He asked if | 
was ok, dusted my clothes off, and laughed at my bloody 
nose. | watched them ride off and realized they were the first 
ones to give a damn about me in a long time. 


| went to their place, and they treated me right, they even 
gave me errands to run. In time they taught me how to 
peddle smallwares, so | went to the local street market 
almost every Saturday morning and made a couple of extra 
bucks. The Hoodlums became my second family. The people 
in town didn’t like them and by extension me, for hanging 
out at their place. It also meant that my former friends who 
were now my bullies were afraid to pick on me, for fear of 
repercussions. | felt safe and learned the natural place and 
influence of fear and intimidation in our small community. 


| continued working, up until | finished high school. | did so 
many things over the years that | got good at dealing with 

people, setting realistic goals for a project, working my ass 
off while maintaining the quality standards that | promised, 
and organizing my time and resources most effectively. | 


couldn’t lose clients, so | always went above and beyond my 
duty to make sure that they would hire me again. 


Right around this time, my mom got into drugs. | couldn’t 
stop her, she never listened to me. | couldn’t abandon her 
either because, without me, she would simply fade away. 
She was the only one | couldn't talk back to. | grew big and 
intimidating, and most people didn’t mess with me anymore. 
| learned to fight and be tough from The Hoodlums, but none 
of that applied when it came to my mother. It wasn’t 
healthy, but | was just a kid, so | vented my frustration in 
street fights. 


| remember collapsing from exhaustion one day. They took 
me to the hospital and kept me there for five days, pumping 
nutrients and vitamins into my body to restore me. When | 
came back home, mom was almost dead because she hadn’t 
eaten anything or drank nothing but cheap liquor during 
that whole period. They kept her in the hospital for two 
weeks before she was well enough to walk again. | realized 
that she felt dead inside and didn’t care if she lived. | still 
wanted her to have a good life and change her mind about 
the world, but a normal job wasn’t paying enough for that. 
Her drug addiction grew worse until she spent nearly all our 
money on it. | had to do something. | tried to talk her into 
going to a rehab center, but she wouldn’t listen to me. | had 
to save her life, so | took her there by force and got her 
admitted. 


She spent six months in the clinic and came back changed. 
Mom told me she was sorry for everything and that she 
realizes her mistakes. During her time in rehab, she was 
faced with the consequences of her life choices and had 
nowhere to run anymore, no way to distract herself as she 
did for years. The therapy made her go through the pain and 


emerge on the other side. | was skeptical at first, but she 
proved me wrong. Mom changed. 


We both got normal jobs, and for several years, life was 
good. | got the love that was missing throughout my 
childhood, and took every bit of it. We moved out of our 
dingy neighborhood into a small but cozy home. We made 
plans. | was supposed to go to college, do something with 
my life. | was looking forward to that. 


The summer before my freshman year, she got sick. Mom 
was ill before but didn’t tell me. Her years of abuse had 
caught up to her. | found out she hadn’t stopped drinking. 
She still did it, hidden away in her room at night. Her liver 
was busted, she had cirrhosis. The doctors told us that it 
couldn’t be fixed, and our only choice was a liver transplant. 
The healthcare system would take over part of the financial 
burden, but it couldn’t cover the whole thing. | remember 
my knees almost buckling when | saw how much money we 
had to pay. | kept it together and told the doctor to arrange 
everything. She was put on a waiting list. | was lost. | 
couldn’t afford the operation, not with my current job. 


| knew I had to do something illegal to make that much 
money, so | went to the Hoodlums and asked them to let me 
join. They were reluctant at first but gave me a chance. | 
developed my work ethic through need, and now my 
motivation was sky-high. | was focused, methodical, and 
efficient. My size helped. | quickly moved from errand boy to 
enforcer, to one of the top guys, until | became second in 
command. The only one above me was Art. 


| quickly learned that The Hoodlums were a small gang, 
controlled by a much bigger one, The Bandidos. They threw 
crumbs at us, and it wasn’t enough for me. With the help of 
Art, | organized our boys into a real crew. We did our jobs 


fast, and we always delivered. We started getting paid 
better. | was weighing the pros and cons of being a thug, but 
my mother’s health always came first. | loathed what | did 
but was aware that | had no other choice at the time. 


| was asked to join the Bandidos, but | knew that once in, 
you could never get out. Their presence and manners always 
made my stomach clench. They had no regard for life, they 
were fucking animals. My goal was to gather enough money 
to pay for my mother’s operation. That was it. So | stayed 
with The Hoodlums, doing jobs where we broke people’s jaws 
and legs, but we didn’t kill. | made sure we beat up only the 
bad guys. It helped me sleep at night. My mother knew 
nothing about it. She was bedridden. It hurt to lie to her, but 
| knew she would tell me to stop if she found out what | was 
doing, that wasn’t an option. 


| was getting close to reaching my financial goal, and almost 
had the money. | felt the rush and determination you get 
right before finishing a long race. Despite being tired, | still 
had enough in the tank to get to where | wanted to go. | felt 
hope creeping up on me and infecting my thoughts of the 
future. 


That’s when it happened. Mom collapsed one day. | took her 
to the hospital, and the doctor told me that her vital 
functions were shutting down. | denied the words that came 
out of his mouth and asked him to explain it to me in 
another way, hanging on to every bit of hope that could lie 
in the ambiguous parts of what he had said. My forced 
optimism was crushed when | saw compassion in the man’s 
eyes. | told him I had the money, but he shook his head and 
told me she wasn’t high enough on the list. Mother had to 
make it through this crisis and wait until her number came 


up. 


She couldn’t wait anymore. Mom died peacefully in her 
sleep, as | held her hand. The alarms of the machines she 
was hooked up to went off and announced her passing. The 
doctors couldn’t pull me out of the room. Two of them 
wrestled me to the floor, while the others frantically went to 
work. | wondered what all the noise in the room was. | 
couldn’t hear the life support alarms anymore. | finally 
realized it was my screams that covered the room ina 
blanket of screeches and roars. They finally administered a 
sedative, and | went to sleep. 


| woke up, cursed the world that day and after | buried my 
mother, | went on a rampage for months. My crew was 
scared of me, except for Art. | didn’t care about anything 
anymore, but he kept me from doing something that | would 
later regret. | can’t thank him enough for that. He brought 
me back, but | kept the ferocity | dug up from the depths of 
my wounded soul. 


Art was always into drinking and taking drugs. After he 
helped me, he let himself go. The sight of my pain must 
have triggered his demons because he did everything he 
could to escape reality. It got so bad that | was afraid he 
might die. | lost my mother, but | sure as hell wasn’t going to 
lose Art. | found him collapsed in a dealers den one night 
when he didn’t show up for work. His eyes were hollow. | 
knew that look, and it sickened me. | couldn’t take it 
anymore. 


| dragged Art to the hospital, got him better, and then beat 
the shit out of him. | still remember the fear in his eyes. He 
looked at my bloody fists and thought | was going to kill 
him. Instead of protecting himself, he let his guard down and 
waited for me to pummel him into nothing. He accepted his 
fate. | only meant to scare him, but by that time, | was pretty 
intimidating. | felt like the invisible hand of despair that was 


squeezing my chest released its grip when I saw he was 
finally ready to listen. After patching him up, and having a 
long talk, we realized that the gang life brought out the 
worst in us. We were better than this. 


We got the boys together, named a new leader, and left. | 
was by far the strongest fighter in the group, and Art was 
intimidating as hell back then. They couldn’t stop us. My 
heart was beating heavily, and a sense of positive 
uncertainty filled me up. We had a plan. We left for Spokane. 
Together with Art’s cash, | used the money | gathered for my 
mother’s operation to open up a small liquor store. This 
money couldn’t offer her more life, but maybe it could give 
me a different one, | thought. 


We worked our asses off, used the connections we built over 
time, and progressed. We opened a second store, then a bike 
shop. That’s all we knew, booze, bikes, and violence. We 
decided to use as little brutality as possible, but our time in 
the gang meant that our old habits popped up now and 
then. Sometimes it helped, but overall, it did more damage 
than good. 


Several years into this, we became millionaires. We had 
more stores than we could count, spread throughout the 
state. We decided to open an office in Kalispell and move 
back to the Falls. We could do most of the work here and fly 
by helicopter or small plane to the main office in Spokane a 
couple of times a week to deal with the bigger issues. 


Art built his monstrosity of a mansion. | bought and tore up 
my small home, where | experienced the only period of 
happiness in my entire life. The new house was built on that 
foundation, in hopes it would be strong enough to bring 
more joy into my life. It did. | experienced respect and 
admiration, being treated like a regular person, something 


that | would never have dreamed of when | was just a kid 
living in the bad part of the Falls. 


My life was not easy, so it hardened me and made me a little 
scary. | used humor to counteract that and look for the 
positive in every situation. Art is like me. We feed off each 
other’s energy and encourage one another to be better 
every day. We don’t hide behind humor. We use it, we ride 
it's coattails to elevate us above our pain and make our lives 
worth living. 


Lately, I’ve been doing well, but something was still missing. 
| realized that the night | saw Isabel for the first time. She 
blew all of my defenses away by simply being. Nobody had 
ever managed that. | lived in a state of apathy and wasn’t 
fully aware of it until she destroyed some of the walls that 
kept me from reaching out to others. | want more of her. 


| get out of my head, get up, and start my day. | hit the gym 
and train my legs until they shake. | enjoy the firmness and 
stability that | get out of it. It’s hard to fit into my pants 
afterward. | have to buy some larger ones. Now that I think 
about it, maybe it’s time to change my wardrobe. | only own 
functional wear since | don’t give a damn about my 
appearance. Maybe if | clean up a bit, Isabel will be more 
attracted to me. | keep that idea in mind, ride to Art’s house, 
and go in, only to hear a car honking outside. | go back out 
to see Isabel climbing out of one of Art’s pickups. She sees 
me. 


“Hi.” She says and looks to my bike. “Is that yours? Do you 
mind moving it out of the way? | need to park the car in the 
garage.” 


| nod in approval and smile at her. She’s wearing a cool- 
looking jersey, slanted to the side, a tight pair of jeans, and 


white sneakers. She looks remarkably in shape. | try not to 
stare, but it proves difficult. She seems so fresh and carefree 
that the feeling seeps into me. 


“Hello. Let me push the bike to the side. Were you out in 
town?” | ask politely. 


“Yes, | went grocery shopping. Art doesn’t have one healthy 
item in his fridge, and | also needed extra condiments to 
cook something good today.” 


Isabel goes back to the car as I clear the driveway. She parks 
the car and slips inside without taking any of the bags out of 
the car with her. | take two large bags and walk into the 
kitchen. She’s there, pulling out a tray of baked meat and 
setting it on the counter: “Whew, | made it in time. | thought 
it was going to burn.” She comes and takes the bags out of 
my hands. They are heavy, but she picks them up like 
they’re nothing. I’m impressed. 


We both go back in the garage and bring in the rest of the 
groceries. Isabel doesn’t put them in the fridge right away. 
Instead, she empties the refrigerator of its contents, which 
include ice cream, microwave dinners, dried up vegetables 
and fruits, and, to her and my surprise, a pair of boxers. 


“Ahem, Art.” She calls. “Do you mind coming here for a 
minute?” 


“Yes?” He responds from the living room. “What is it?” 
“Why is there a pair of boxers in the fridge?” 


“Oh, that? | like to leave my boxers in there overnight. When 
| put them on in the morning, it gives me a pleasant, 


refreshing feeling. Besides, it makes me kind of cool!” He 
says with a bad pun that makes us both cringe a bit. 


“Art, everybody in this house eats from the fridge. You 
Cannot put your underwear in here anymore, alright? It’s 
disgusting, immoral, and admittedly, a little bit funny.” She 
articulates with a giggle at the end. 


“Fine. l'II buy a special fridge just for my underwear then!” 
Art shouts from the other room. 


| laugh because the situation is hilarious and because | know 
Art means what he said. Isabel continues. “I have thrown the 
unhealthy food out and am replacing it with the good stuff. 
I’m just letting you know.” 


“There was nothing unhealthy in there.” He says. 


“You mean besides your underwear? Sure there was. | threw 
out almost everything.” She states. 


“What, what, what!” Art rushes in the kitchen, “what am | 
supposed to eat at night then? Broccoli?” 


“First of all, you’re not supposed to eat at night. Secondly, 
why would you consider microwave food healthy? You have 
a solid frame, but you’re not taking good care of it, am | 
correct?” She inquires. 


“Yea..” Art responds a bit shy, trying to cover his belly with 
the bathrobe he’s wearing. 


“Art, | am going to make you healthy again. For that to 
happen, you need to eat proper meals at proper times and 
get plenty of exercise.” She declares in a TV public 
announcement fashion but with a lot more feeling behind it. 


“Marcus, she’s a PE. Teacher, can you believe that? First 
thing in the morning, she comes here and makes me a 
vegetable shake...that | have to drink. There was sooo much 
of it. l'Il definitely poop green tonight.” He explains. “Now 
she wants me to move around and train again. | thought that 
getting rich meant you have others move for you. Wasn’t 
that the whole point? Isn’t that why we worked so hard until 
now?” He suggests to me, hoping that l'Il be on his side. 


“No, Art, she’s right. You used to scare me back in the day, 
that’s how muscular you were. Now | doubt you can make 
the twelve-year-old paperboy bat an eyelash when he sees 
you. It’s time. You're coming to the gym with me, starting 
tomorrow.” | state. 


“You too, Brutus? Ah, what am I expecting from a muscle 
head like you? Everybody is out to get me today!” He shouts 
as he storms back into the living room. 


“Don’t worry he’s not mad. If anything, he’s happy that we 
care. Art’s not the sentimental type of guy. This is how he 
expresses both happiness and discontent.” | reveal to Isabel. 


She looks at me and smiles. Her eyes are warm, and I can 
swear there’s a light flickering in them. “You are wrong about 
one thing. Art is the sentimental type. Thank you for sticking 
up for me. | guess you're not as bad as | first thought.” She 
Says and goes back to work. 


“What is that supposed to mean?” | ask, but she doesn’t 
respond. Instead of standing there like an idiot, | let her work 
and hang out with Art. He complains about an ingrown 
toenail for half an hour. It amuses me how this former 
hulking gangbanger slowly turns into an old man, with 
normal, old man problems. I’m pleased that his life is 


peaceful now and that he can rest comfortably in his chair 
and bitch about the small things. An hour later, lunch is 
ready. 


Isabel serves us Steak Fajita salad and Pesto Pasta with sun- 
dried tomatoes and roasted asparagus. Art is unsure at first, 
but when he tries the dishes, he cannot stop eating. He 
compliments her endlessly, and she accepts the praise with 
grace. | like the three of us together. We eat, laugh, mostly 
at Art, and feel at ease. Isabel’s presence seems to enliven 
Art and me, we’re funnier and less dirty in the way we speak 
than usual. After the prolonged lunch, we go to the garden, 
and Isabel appears with three beautifully-decorated 
cocktails. Art looks at the third cocktail. 


“It looked so good that | couldn’t help but make one for 
myself. Is that a problem?” She asks with a cute forced 
smile. 


“It depends, is there any alcohol in there?” Art wants to 
know. 


“Only in mine and Marcus’s. Yours has broccoli juice.” She 
says with a straight face. 


“Oh, come on!” 

“Just try it and see.” She says and laughs. 

“Oh my God, this is delicious. There’s alcohol as well. | can’t 
tell when you’re serious and when you’re joking.” Says Art, 


happily slurping his cocktail. 


“I'm still adjusting.” Isabel mentions and smiles into her 
drink. 


“I like you, Isabel. | think that you are a good influence on 
the old man.” | say out loud without thinking, realizing too 
late that they can hear me. 


“I like you too.” Seconds Art. 


Isabel has the most innocent and angelic surprised face I’ve 
seen. She blushes while looking at both of us and lowers her 
head, trying to hide her embarrassment. 


“Now look what you did, you big oaf. You don’t play with a 
maiden’s feelings like that. You’re supposed to say it soft, 
and tender, and polite. Observe. Ahem, Miss Isabel, your 
presence here lightens the heavy burden on this old man’s 
heart.” He says, but | intervene. 


“You're only forty-nine. You’re not that old." 


“Silence, you fool! As | was saying, fair maiden, do not heed 
the words of this barbarian for his manners are all but 
missing.” Art continues in a Shakespearean manner. | don’t 
know where he picked this up, but he seems to enjoy it. 


“They’re not missing, you old bastard, they’re just rusty. 
When do we get to talk to pretty girls?” | say. 


“Speak for yourself, savage. I’ve surrounded myself with 
beauty and bask in its presence daily. Even more so, as of 
yesterday.” Art declares, gesturing toward Isabel. 


“That doesn’t make YOU pretty and it sure as hell doesn’t 
hide that beer gut.” | retort. 


Isabel begins to laugh wholeheartedly, and we’re happy we 
can get that reaction out of her just by being ourselves and 
playing around. We finish our drinks and head back inside. | 


know that | can come here to see Isabel every day, so | 
decide to give her some space. After all, this is her first day 
at work. | say my goodbyes and leave for the day. 


| feel excited. We connected so fast in the laid-back 
atmosphere of Art’s house, and she likes us for us. We 
played around a bit, but that’s just Art and I, that’s how we 
interact. | feel a new appreciation for Isabel, and | will give it 
my best shot to make her feel at ease in my presence. Today 
was a good day. 


| wake up the next day and realize how big and empty my 
house is. It was fine until now, but my footsteps make an 
echo that only | can hear. | feel strangely alone and crave 
the warmth of Art’s house, which is much bigger but feels 
fuller than mine. | eat, get dressed in one of my few suits, 
and go to work. Kalispell is only twenty minutes away, so | 
take my time. 


There’s plenty to do, and | engage in my managerial duties 
with passion. Art comes in and tells me that we have to fly 
over to Spokanen for a meeting over a contract that we’ve 
been trying to get for a couple of months now. We get there, 
drive to a fancy restaurant and meet the potential clients. 
After a stale discussion concerning the details, we come toa 
favorable agreement. 


We've been stiff in our negotiations so far, but with the wind 
of “| don’t really give a fuck” filling up my sails we manage 
to navigate the treacherous waters of a deal negotiation. We 
breeze through the boring parts and the other party, 
consisting of Roger, an older gentleman with a big nose and 
Melinda, an upbeat woman with the real decisional power 
between the two, invites us for drinks at a nearby lounge. | 
decline promptly, and so does Art. We explain that we have 
some business to attend to later on and excuse ourselves. 


On the way back to the firm, Art comments. “Did you see 
Melinda fawning over you?” 


“What are you talking about?” | ask. 


“I'm telling you that the invitation for drinks was not for me. 
She extended it and wanted you to join her, not me or 
Roger.” He reveals, upset that he was brushed aside. “Maybe 
| should listen to Isabel and get in shape. That way, you 
won’t steal the spotlight everywhere we go.” 


| hear what he says, but | don’t care. | didn’t even notice this 
was going on. All | can think about is that we have three 
more hours of work, and then we can go home and eat the 
angel’s delicious cooking again. Art reads my thoughts and 
drops the subject. 


We finish the work day and race back home. | win. Art parks 
his fancy car in the garage, and we both enter the house. 
Our nostrils are met with the exciting smell of something 
new. Art throws his jacket on the coat rack and misses 
entirely but doesn't stop. We elbow one another on our way 
to the dining room and find that the table has been set and 
take our seats like good boys. 


“Lucy, l'm home!” Art jokes. 

Isabel emerges from the kitchen. “Who’s Lucy?” 

| cough to hide my laughter. Isabel has an apron on, and it 
compliments her in that wifey-homey kind of way. She greets 


us both and goes back to the kitchen to bring the food out. 


“Today, | prepared_Venison Schnitzel with a complementing 
Sauce and vegetables as the main course. | hope you’re 


hungry and like it.” She’s all smiles, seeing us both gawk at 
the food. “Bon Appetit.” 


We dig in and gorge ourselves on the meat that drips with 
delicious juices. Art clears his plate, including the 
vegetables, and goes for a second helping. | follow suit. We 
eat like kids who've came home starved from football 
practice. Art chokes and has to drink some water to help put 
the mouthful of food away. We finish eating, stack the dirty 
plates and cutlery, and put them on the edge of the table. 
Isabel walks in with the dessert. “I made Dried Cherries and 
Apple Pie. You’ve already finished eating? | don’t know if | 
should be impressed or concerned. Did you chew?” She 
asks, looking at us confused. 


“Yea, like a dozen times between the both of us.” Art replies. 
“| did it right. Art totally choked on the meat.” | rat on him. 


“You do know you are grown men. | would expect this from 
children. Do | need to keep an eye on you while you eat?” 
She utters in a sweet tone. 


“No, but you can grace us with your presence. It would be 
most appreciated.” Says Art and reaches for the pie like a 
five-year-old. 


“Sure. | finished cooking a while ago, and | have been 
wondering if | put enough cinnamon in the pie anyway.” She 
says and takes a seat across from us. She cuts the pie in 
healthy pieces and hands one to each of us. We sink our 
teeth in and let the flavors explode in our mouths in the 
most delightful way. Art is beside himself. He has pie all over 
his cheeks, but his face is so serene that his wrinkles are 
almost gone. Isabel eats a piece and seems to approve of her 
cooking. She’s very delicate when chewing, the exact 


opposite of Art. | notice she has dimples. They compliment 
her very well and add to her young allure. 


“You'll make a fine wife one day.” Art says in between bites. 


Her face goes red instantly, and she looks at me for the 
shortest moment before putting her head down. | forget to 
chew and swallow a piece whole. | get the coughs and Art 
slaps me over the back. 


“That’s what you get for ratting on me.” 


Her instinct was to look at me as soon as she heard the word 
wife. Am I reading too much into it? 


“Art, can | ask you something?” Isabel inquires. 
“Anything, my dear.” 


“| noticed that | have some downtime between now and 
dinner. | wonder if | can use that time to train. | go to the 
gym regularly, and | would like to continue doing that here 
as well. Could I, perhaps, do it now?” She wants to know. 


“Sure, no problem. l'Il have hunk here drive you.” Art says 
and points to me. 


“Oh no, | don’t want to impose.” Isabel verbalizes, still a 
little red in the face from before. 


“Nonsense! Marcus would love to take you there, right, 
Marcus?” he asks with a pie-filled grin. 


“Y-Yea, no problem. | go to the best gym in town. Now that | 
think about it, it is the only gym in town, but it’s clean and 
has everything you need. l'Il help you with the registration 


and everything.” | say, surprised by this turn of events. | can 
see every one of Art’s teeth, that’s how broadly he’s smiling. 
He’s obviously trying to set us up and makes no effort to 
hide it. | appreciate it but wish it was just a hint subtler than 
that. 


“Well, finish eating already. You’re keeping the young lady 
waiting.” He states, and | promptly comply. 


CHAPTER 4 


Isabel 


I’ve been hiding my secret from them for three days. Art and 
Marcus are eating away happily, not knowing who is sitting 
on the other side of the table, observing their every move. | 
could not have anticipated this turn of events, but when | 
found Arthur Hayes’s home and was spotted staking the 
place out by the housemaid, | had to improvise. Thank God | 
can cook or | would have missed this golden chance to get 
closer to Art. 


| have to find out more about him and learn his secrets 
before | decide whether or not | should put my plan into 
action. So far, he has been chaotic, childish, and an inept 
communicator, but he hasn’t done anything wrong, if 
anything, he was very sweet with me from the beginning. It 
could all be an act, meant to hide his true nature. A wild 
animal that only knows how to bite. My information on him is 
conflicting, and that bothers me. l'Il have to push him to the 
edge and see how he reacts. 


So far, Art is not what | expected him to be and | don’t like 
being wrong. | tested him by throwing away his food of 
choice and replacing it with vegetables and lean meat, all he 
did was throw a quick, flaccid tantrum. This went against my 
nature, and | felt like a jerk, like | was poking an old dog with 
a stick, and despite that, it kept wiggling its tail at me. Now 
that | think about it, he’s been a very decent boss. | get a 
hefty salary, the working hours are great, and | have all the 
time in the world to learn what I can about him. 


Why do my instincts tell me that what I’m doing is wrong? 
The sensation grows more apparent every time | walk 
through the front door. Everybody is good to me. | cook for 
the staff as well, and they have embraced me from the first 
day. Maddie doesn’t stop praising me, and | can see that her 
compliments are genuine, as are those from the others. 


I’m an honest person. | hate having to hide my true motive 
for being here, so | carry a knot in my stomach all the time. 
This may be why I was told not to go through with this. If | 
make a mistake l'Il end up hurting myself or others and that 
thought is what keeps me up at night and constantly looms 
over my decisions. Training is an excuse to help me relax 
and disconnect, if only temporarily, from this potential mess 
that | dove head-first into. 


Art takes the dishes into the kitchen, and the loud clatter 
they make as he drops them in the sink startles me. He 
attempts to wash them. Water spills over the counter, and | 
rush over to stop him from helping. | tell him he has a 
dishwasher, but he wants to “do it the old fashion way.” The 
closest thing | can associate him to right now is the 
Tasmanian Devil from the cartoon series. Art can be 
exasperating sometimes. He shooes me away. “You have 
something to do, right? l'Il take care of this. Have fun.” The 
thought of leaving him in the kitchen unsupervised weighs 
on my mind, but he purposefully ignoring me. | take him up 
on his offer, leave my apron, say my goodbyes, grab my gym 
bag and exit the house. 


Marcus is waiting for me in the driveway, leaning against his 
bike. He looks so manly, like a movie star...0h no, | forgot he 
rides a bike. He smiles while pulling a second helmet from 
one of the saddlebags. Oh my God, the simple thought of 
riding that motorcycle gives me vertigo. | put on a smile as | 


come closer, but memories of the bike accident | had at 
seventeen keep coming to the forefront of my mind. 


It happened while riding with my friend, Sarah, who drove 
that day. We crashed, and a cracking sound reverberated 
through my ankle when I hit the ground after being 
catapulted into the air. Death was one of the many grim 
possible outcomes of that incident, so from that point on, | 
decided not to get on one of those death contraptions ever 
again. 


Marcus looks at me with practiced intensity and pierces 
through my fake bravado. “You're afraid.” He states and 
lowers the hand holding my helmet. “I can tell.” | stand no 
chance against his disarming insight, so | come clean. 


“| admit | would prefer a car.” | say, turning my head towards 
the garage. 


“Do you not trust me?” He asks, and | can see a hint of 
sadness in his eyes. 


“It’s not like that. I... had an accident a long time ago, and 
since then I’ve been afraid of riding bikes. Please 
understand.” | finish, convinced that my short story would 
be enough to make him abandon the idea of giving mea 
ride. 


“| understand,” He states in a soft, low voice, puts the 
helmet on the bike seat, and comes closer, “it happened to 
me too.” Is he going to hug me? My heart starts beating 
faster. Out of nowhere, he pulls his shirt up, revealing a set 
of rock-hard abs. | can feel the blood rushing to my ears, but 
I’m too shocked to look away. Why would he do that? Does 
he want to wash my bad memories away with an admittedly 
attractive abdomen? What kind of logic is that? | lean back 


Slightly and put a hand on my chest, unsure of what he’s 
going to say or do next. 


He calmly points to his obliques and an old scar that | failed 
to notice. “I also had an accident a long time ago. The road 
was wet. | hit the brakes too hard, and the bike swerved and 
threw me into a wood fence. | smashed through it but not 
before a thirteen-inch piece of wood lodged itself in here.” 
He says in a relaxed tone, looking at his old wound. The hair 
on the back of my neck stands on end when | picture the 
scene. How can he be so casual about it? Now I’m curious. 
“Were you alright after?” 


He begins to laugh. | follow his eyes and realize he’s looking 
at my hands, they’re in front of my open mouth, covering it. 
| quickly put them down and escape his penetrating gaze by 
looking away. He pulls me in his story again. “I can’t say | 
was alright. My body hurt all over. | checked for broken 
bones, then got up and wondered how | was going to get to 
the hospital. My bike was wrecked, but | fixed it, as you can 
see.” He says and pats the motorcycle behind him with a 
sense of pride. “First, | ripped a part of my shirt and 
bandaged around the piece of wood that stood out about ten 
inches. | knew it was bad to pull it out, so | walked three 
miles to the nearest hospital, in the dark, in the rain, and 
looking like a vampire who narrowly escaped being staked 
through the heart. You should have seen the faces of the 
doctors when | walked in.” He reveals and laughs. 


| don’t like how he underplays the severity of what 
happened to him. He notices my aversion, becomes serious 
and continues. “The point | was trying to make is that | 
didn’t let that stop me from getting back on a bike again. 
Instead, | used it to become a better rider. | pay attention to 
the road now, because | Know what happens when you don’t. 
| haven’t had an accident since.” He claims and shrugs. 


| see he’s trying to help me overcome my fear. However, a 
story, no matter how cool and macho, is not going to wipe 
five years of anxiety from my memory. “But, if you’re too 
chicken to do it, | totally understand.” He finishes, and a 
poorly concealed smirk appears on his face. 


Marcus glances up and tries not to look smug. His expression 
sends waves of heat into my chest, and | can feel my palms 
starting to sweat. | just listened to his sob story and even 
felt bad for what happened to him. Then he flips the script 
and hits me with his challenge. My blood begins to bubble. | 
can hear the war drums in my head, synchronizing to the 
rhythm of my deceived, naive heart. | will prove this 
pompous jerk wrong if it’s the last thing | do. My legs stomp 
over to the bike. | snatch my helmet, squeeze it on my head 
not giving a damn if | mess up my hair, and turn to him. “Are 
we going or what?” | snarl, fully aware that he’s trying to 
trick me into riding with him, but | don’t care about that 
right now. | only want to wipe that irritating grin off his face. 


Marcus pauses for a second, and his expression changes. He 
seems Satisfied but not in a dominant way, his smile doesn’t 
carry the negativity that | perceived earlier. My war drums 
pause temporarily. He approaches the bike, gets on, and 
starts it. The machine roars to life and then purrs, calmly 
awaiting the input from her master. After he puts his helmet 
on, Marcus gestures to the space behind him. “That’s your 
seat.” and looks at me with feral eyes, encased in the visor 
portion of his helmet, waiting to see what I'll do. My knees 
feel weak at the thought of getting on. Also, | have to hold 
on to him because I’m too scared to use the grab rails. Why 
do | keep getting myself in situations that are clearly not 
good for my emotional health? | swallow that thought, 
tighten the strap on my gym bag, and climb on the back. 


Marcus hits the kickstand with his heel. | am not ready to go 
yet, fear and old memories raise hell in my chest, so | grab 
on to him as quickly as | can. Because | rush, one of my 
hands slips inside of his open jacket, and nothing but the 
thin material of his t-shirt stands between my palm and his 
abdomen. The muscle definition is literally palpable, and | 
can tell he works out a lot. Despite my ears burning with 
embarrassment, I’m too afraid to let go and readjust. His 
helmet points down, then back up, and we begin moving. 
My despair outweighs my pride, and | embrace him with all 
my might while closing my eyes. | can feel his body tensing 
up. Am | squeezing too hard? Even if that’s true, | can’t 
loosen my grip. 


| muster the courage to open my eyes, one at a time. We're 
moving slowly, and Marcus shows no signs of wanting to 
speed up. Is he doing this for me? Despite my cold sweat, | 
can sense a distinct feeling of gratefulness toward him. The 
motor churns out a steady rhythm of low base noise that 
bounces off the houses we pass by. It calms me some, and | 
even manage to smile for a second, because | remember the 
feeling of freedom that you can only experience on a 
motorcycle. 


Marcus’s body is warm, and there’s a lot of him to hold. The 
sense of impending danger that hit me hard when | first got 
on the motorcycle seems to dissolve with every mile we 
leave behind us, and | feel almost safe tucked behind his 
wide back. 


We need ten minutes to ride a distance that would normally 
take four or five minutes by car. | see the gym in the 
distance, and although I’m still terrified, a heavy block of 
stubborn anxiety falls off my shoulders, and the prospect of 
riding a bike in the future is not a pipe dream anymore. 
Maybe Marcus is right to have pushed through my defenses. 


I’m still mad at him, but | can’t deny feeling happy he did it. 
He will never know, of course, but | suppose | can give hima 
hug for it, since | am already sort of doing it. | squeeze hima 
bit, and he nervously shuffles his body on the seat. | notice 
that every time | change my hand position, he flexes his abs. 
Does he want to impress me? The thought is strangely 
titillating. 


We get there, and | jump off as soon as he stops, breathing a 
sigh of relief. | love the solid ground under my feet. We walk 
in, the space is very well equipped and looks clean. Marcus 
escorts me to the reception desk and says that he has to go 
home and bring his bag as well. He leaves me with a boyish 
smile and a hurried promise that he will come back as soon 
as he can. He rides away much faster than when he had me 
attached to his back. | fill out the forms, pay the fee, anda 
girl with a tight, cute bum walks me to the changing room. 


| put on my leggings, my sports bra, and head out on the 
floor. The gym is empty, and | like that. Columbia Falls is 
relatively small, so the new girl in town is sure to be noticed 
quickly. | find an open space with thin, soft mats on the floor 
and begin my warm-up. A little while later, Marcus shows up. 


| instantly notice he looks different, and my curiosity is 
triggered. | start at the top of his head and snake my eyes 
down his body for a preliminary analysis. He has his hair ina 
small bun, and | can finally see his whole face. Marcus’s 
beard is frizzy, rebellious, and bigger than I thought but it 
can’t completely hide his wide jawline. | am not a fan of man 
buns, but he definitely pulls it off, despite not even trying to 
make it look good. 


He comes toward me like a Viking warrior dressed in modern 
clothes and for a second, makes me forget what I’m doing. 
He’s wearing a skintight t-shirt, and gym pants pulled up to 


his knees that reveal why he walks so wide. The amount of 
defined muscle on this man is...impressive. | stare but try to 
play it cool, he’s hard to ignore right now. | can’t breathe 
freely for some reason. 


He is not massive like a hulking bodybuilder, instead, he’s 
robust, tall, and fills out his clothes in all the right spots. | 
can see where he gets his confidence from, and while | don’t 
like admitting this, he has every right to be proud. | keep my 
mouth closed and bite the inside of my lower lip while 
taking another look at his chiseled physique. 


He’s getting closer. | can’t gawk at him anymore. “Do you 
mind if | do my warm-up beside you?” he asks, tilting his 
head and inviting my attention to his thick neck. | 
instinctively put my hand on the side of my own and touch it 
while staring at his. “No, go ahead.” | respond in an empty 
tone and wonder why | can’t focus. | realize he’s even more 
handsome up close and | am having a hard time looking 
away, thank God he’s oblivious to my state and focused on 
his exercises. 


| pretend to do some yoga and face him while holding phony 
positions. His muscle definition and athletic frame draws me 
in, shamelessly demanding to be seen, my eyes succumb to 
the desire. | tell myself that | can stop whenever, but | know 
that’s a lie. He is a spider, and | accidentally touched his 
web, woven out of temptation the more | struggle, the more | 
get entangled in his unintended sensuality. Marcus is 
unaware of what his presence is doing to me right now, and 
that innocence makes the looking game even harder to 
resist. 


| gaze upon his skin and can almost feel its texture on my 
fingertips. It’s soft, but the marble muscles underneath 
betray his animalistic nature and defines the way touching 


him feels. Butterflies start flapping their wings in my belly 
just thinking about it. I’m liking this game, so | dream a bit 
more. 


Marcus does some pushups, and his triceps reveal 
themselves to be far more intricate than flaccid lumps when 
he flexes them, they split into three separate groups that 
work in unison to lower and then elevate his body. He 
switches to one-hand pushups and sneaks a look in my 
direction, he is trying to impress. | feel his attention on me 
even when he’s not looking, and that ignites my 
imagination. I’m important to him, and he has used every 
chance to show me that. It all clicks in my head, and I’m 
overcome with a strange impulse to reward his perseverance 
and taste his reaction. | want to play with him a little, and 
the thought puts a mischievous smile on my face. 


| decide to switch to a more active role in my little mind 
game and impress him right back in the process, so | take a 
one-hand push up position facing him. He looks at me with a 
“you're bluffing” look. Waves of endorphins flood my system 
in anticipation of the look on his face when he sees that | am 
more than capable of doing this exercise. The second, secret 
reason I’m so excited is that I’ve already decided to give him 
a free look down my cleavage. He gets the perfect excuse, 
and I’m interested in what it will do to him. | am about to 
engage in something naughty, and it scares me, but it 
excites me more. Who knew playing men could be so fun? 


| clear my hair out of the way, look down, and do three push 
ups. On the third one, | peek up and see him averting his 
gaze. | can see the blood going to his cheeks, he looked. | 
presented, and he couldn’t resist now | know for sure he is 
attracted to me. | want him to look at me more. This is fun. | 
want to do more, feel more. | stop resisting the rising of my 


sexually-infused thoughts and give in to the moment. My 
mind changes attitudes, and | aim to misbehave. 


The game is now affecting my movements. Confidence pours 
in to my blood and infects my mind. I’m starting to 
understand why being bad can feel...good. | smile at Marcus, 
and his instincts warn him that I’m different. He doesn’t 
know what’s changed about me, but he can sense it, like an 
animal. | don’t know how | can tell, but I feel closer to him. | 
understand his desire, his unabashed craving for me, and it 
feels natural. He doesn’t act on it because | haven’t allowed 
him to come closer...yet. Ahh, an animal and a gentleman, 
what more could a girl want? 


My gaze provokes the beast in him, but Marcus is in control. 
He studies me, and | can tell his mind is racing through all 
the possible scenarios while avoiding the one standing 
before him. He won’t accept that I can be like this. Maybe he 
needs some convincing. | begin stretching and turn my back 
to him. | can do a split but pretend I’m still not there yet, 
and spread my legs about 3⁄4 of the way down. Without 
turning around my instincts inform me that the beast is 
watching and his impatience grows. I’m starting to love the 
game. 


| rock my hips back and forth. The movement makes me dig 
my fingers into the mat and think about him watching me 
with feral lust. | close my eyes and envision Marcus under 
me. My juices start flowing, and for a second, | feel | might 
lose control. | arch my back and push my ass out. Imaginary 
Marcus wants to drag me down and invade my innocence, 
but | tease him, together with the real one. To throw him off 
the scent, | mix in real stretches. That will keep him 
confused until | decide what to do with him. 


Oh, | love confidence. | can finally breathe, and the feeling 
of being in control, not only of myself but also of this man 
that inspired my little change of heart, is such a rush. | can 
do no wrong, and | know it. My body relaxes and | fall into a 
full split, dispelling imaginary Marcus. | don’t need him 
anymore. 


| want to know what Marcus’s body feels like. Fantasizing 
doesn’t cut it at the moment, my hands are itching to touch, 
and my lips are tingling with excitement. | call him over, 
under the guise of helping me with my stretches. He’s 
supposed to push my torso to the floor while | hold an 
almost perfect split. He complies, but his struggle is real. He 
fights to look calm. | am split between throwing myself at 
him in a mutual premature conclusion of this game or letting 
him suffer some more. 


His hands touch my back and spread tantric fire throughout 
my body. His struggle becomes mine, and | do my best to 
keep myself from moaning. Marcus is gentle but firm. His 
hands are big and lead me to wonder... | want him. My mind 
is erratically thinking of an excuse to turn around while 
keeping him there. That’s when he leans in. His hands drop 
to the mat and trap my torso in this exposed stance. He’s 
over me, and | can feel his knees locking my thighs in place. 
| can’t escape, and | don’t want to. 


His chest brushes against my back as he moves toward my 
face. I’m no longer in control. | can feel him pausing and 
hovering over me. The wait is poison to my inflamed senses 
and organs. God, just take me already. His head comes down 
and to my side. | can feel his breath caressing my ear, and | 
have no doubt the mat beneath me is wet. “You're playing a 
dangerous game, little minx.” he whispers in a cracked 
voice, barely holding it together. | can feel his arms shaking 
and realize | have brought him to the edge. 


This is a game I’ve lost control of. Now I’m literally trapped 
beneath the man, the animal | teased into sexual insanity, 
my virginity defended by a few flimsy pieces of fabric that 
he could rip off in a second. 


My senses return to reality, but my lust is still present. I’m in 
an impossible situation that | created. Marcus can’t be 
blamed if he loses control, and even now, | still want him 
inside of me. | turn my head to make a last-ditch effort at 
avoiding losing my virginity in a gym. What could | say to 
him now? | have no idea. His face is to my side, and he looks 
ready to burst. | can tell he feels just as confused as | am. 
Before | can open my mouth, he leans in and kisses me. 


He’s so quick that | have no time to react. | can only stand 
there and feel. My fear, my anxiety, my thoughts, memories, 
sensations, disappear there’s only silence — Marcus’s kiss is 
not forceful, driven by lust or rage. It’s not sweet and 
delicate either. It plucks my heart from my chest and sets it 
free. | am definitely not in control anymore. 


| need a second to come back to my senses, and when | do, 
they all flood my body with such force that | let out a small 
whimper. It breaks the kiss, and Marcus retreats with his 
eyes closed. He frees me and turns his back. | take a 
moment to remember how to move and get up with 
difficulty, cover my private area with my hands, and stand 
there, waiting for my mind to return and instruct me in the 
best way to handle the situation. Nothing comes. 


| can’t speak. | feel lost in soace my mind is off somewhere, 
hiding and trying to process what just happened, unlikely to 
return anytime soon. Marcus’s back is still turned and he 
seems concerned with his pelvis as well. | won’t break the 
silence because the best | can do right now, as far as 


communicating goes are basic grunts, some murmuring, and 
if I’m lucky, appropriate gesturing. 


Without a word and a better plan | float to the changing 
room because | can’t feel my legs. | put on my street clothes, 
exit the gym, and walk. 


CHAPTER 5 


Marcus 


| want to say that | woke up, but the truth is that | haven’t 
slept a wink since yesterday. | got home, took the longest 
cold shower in history which did nothing for me, and then 
wandered around the house like a caged dog. Isabel rocked 
my world and then some. | still can’t believe what happened. 
At first, | thought it was all in my head, but she quickly 
proved me wrong. This woman...| can’t even...what was that? 
She did something to me that I’ve only experienced in the 
middle of a fight my senses heightened, and my sight was 
trained on my prey, absorbing information and processing it 
instantly. She outmatched me every time | thought | had a 
grip on the situation. She asked for it, and by the end, she 
was in danger. | was going to fuck her, | don’t know where or 
how | found the strength to control myself...and then | kissed 
her. 


That was...words fail me at this point because they can’t 
encompass and properly express the cosmic explosion that 
was that kiss. Dammit, I’ve been wracking my brains since 
yesterday trying to make sense of it and more importantly, 
trying to understand what it did to Isabel. | couldn’t speak or 
face her afterward for several reasons. 


The obvious one was the massive hard on that | had to hide 
from her, and then everybody | met on my way home. It 
wouldn’t go away, and even though | thought about jerking 
off many, many times, | felt it would detract from the special 
moment | shared with her. Something didn’t let me do it. | 
had a boner for four hours and kept it under cold water until 


it changed color. They don’t tell you it hurts to keep it up for 
that long, and | had to learn it the hard way. 


The second reason is that | sort of forced myself on her. | 
hate guys who do that, and in the end, I’m no better. 
Dammit, | should’ve done it differently, but she pulled out all 
the stops and got me in a sexual frenzy. My body wouldn’t 
listen to me anymore. | switched to sexual autopilot, and my 
only thought was to pin her to the ground, fuck her brains 
out, and cum so deep inside of that mischevious little pussy 
that she instantly got pregnant. | wanted to get her 
pregnant. What the fuck is wrong with me? 


Better yet, what is wrong with her? One minute she ignores 
me, the next she does a pole dance routine...without a 
fuckin pole. | guess there’s no point in overthinking it. Isabel 
and | will meet at some point and discuss the matter like 
adults...maybe. Alright, time to start the day. 


| get up and go to work. Time passes by me as | miss most of 
what’s happening. Art wants to speak with me, but | can’t 
focus on what he’s saying. | only snap out of it when he 
mentions Isabel. “Take it from the top. | didn’t hear a word 
you said.” | say and sit in one of the comfortable chairs in his 
Office. 


“You have some nerve to ignore me all day. l'Il make it easy 
for your simple brain then, what the hell happened between 
you and Isabel yesterday?” Art asks with a vein pulsating in 
his forehead. “Isabel came back from the gym and was all 
weird. She burned the pasta | asked her to make, and 
instead of cooking lemon cheesecake for dessert, as we 
agreed. She made me lemon pudding which is not a 
problem, because | like that too, except that it sucked. The 
taste was all weird.” 


“Maybe she sucks at making lemon pudding. Nobody’s 
perfect.” | answer apathetically, unwilling to get into this 
conversation. 


“That’s the way she talked as well. Isabel wasn’t nice, her 
cooking was bad, and that spaced-out vibe you had all day, 
she’s got it too. You did something to her, you broke my 
beautiful, charming, and caring cook. What did you do you 
moron?” He asks with a look that lets me know I won’t be 
dodging the question this time. 


“| kissed her.” | answer, emphasizing the word ‘kissed’ and 
get goosebumps while picturing it. 


“Ohhhh.” Art exhales, and silence finally graces the room. 
He’s not mad anymore. Art pinches his lower lip and moves 
it left and right as he thinks. “Besides being surprised that 
she'd actually go for a savage like you, | saw it coming all 
along. You only have eyes for each other. | thought you 
would need longer to figure it out, seeing how thick-headed 
you are. Anybody with half a brain could see it, except for 
you two, of course.” He says matter of factly, and makes me 
Curious. 


“What do you mean, we only have eyes for each other?” 


“She was checking you out the whole time, Captain Thick. 
Women are good at hiding that, and you always miss all 
their long, luscious glances they throw your way. Don’t worry 
though it happens to the best of us. | fucked up with my lady 
too, and not a day goes by where | don’t wish | had done 
things differently. You, my ignorant but well-meaning friend, 
you will be my redemption. | will guide you through the 
intricate maze that is the love game, and your prize will be 
her heart. You will cherish it with the entirety of your soul or 
so help me God, | will put my foot so far up your ass, you'll 


be coughing pieces of my hand-crafted shoe for a week, got 
it?” He finishes strongly, presenting a real threat cloaked in 
humor. | know what he really means is a more down to earth 
version of that, but he will hurt me. Oh, sweet violence he 
knows how to get me to Say yes. 


“Alright, you raggedy old fart, l'Il hold you to that. What 
should | do?” | pretend to be mad, but I’m glad he’s 
involved. His ideas can be out there, but he pulls through 
when it matters. 


Art rubs his hands together and bites his lip like a mad dog. | 
regret this already. “Don’t you worry now, uncle Art’s got you 
covered. You done gone and kissed that fine woman 
without...” He says with the worst southern speech pattern, 
so | interrupt. 


“Cut the lame accent and get your head in the game or I'll 
slap you over that bald spot and make it bigger.” | bark at 
him. 


“Don’t get your panties in a twist now,” he continues in the 
Same pronunciation, “it don’t work without it. You kissed 
that pretty little lady too early, | reckon. She wasn’t prepared 
for them big ass lips o’ yours, that’s the problem right 
there.” 


“Art, if you don’t cut it out right now. l'Il hit you so hard, l'Il 
paint a modernist piece on the wall behind you...with your 
snot.” | say, exasperated with him. 


“Fine, you jumped the gun, that’s the bottom line. | know it’s 
all the rage these days but a real woman like her needs real 
romance. That means there’s a certain order you follow, you 
meet the woman of your dreams, check, you two get along, 
check, you take her out for a real date and kiss her at the 


end like a real gentleman, Eeeeeee.” He makes an annoying 
buzzer sound that informs me of his opinion. He’s right. | 
rushed it. She did too. We played too much, too soon, and 
ended up almost doing the horizontal tango in public. 


“So, a date then?” | repeat his words, weighing the pros and 
cons of it. 


“Yep, but that’s step two.” He replies. 

“I'll bite. What’s step one?” 

“You look like shit.” He says and stares at me. 
“I look like shit. That’s step one...what?” 


“Ahhh, look, you’re a handsome man, and believe me, I’m 
having a hard time admitting it. The problem is you don’t 
take care of yourself. You train, and your body looks great 
but ask any stripper with a killer bod’, that don’t get you a 
relationship. It’ll get you laid, but that’s about it. You look 
like the beggar who wants the princess. The beggar needs to 
become a prince as well, or at least look like one. What I’m 
saying is, you need a new wardrobe, and even more 
importantly, you need a visit to a hair salon.” He finishes on 
a serious note. 


“You don’t mean...” 


“Oh, I’m afraid | do.” Art replies with a twinkle of regret in his 
eyes. “It’s time.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Isabel 


The_Grilled Bourbon Chops are almost done, and for the first 
time in what seems like forever, I’m unsure if they taste 
right. Yesterday, | messed up cooking dinner, and while Art 
said nothing, | know he noticed. Today, | want to make it up 
to him, so | used the grill in the backyard and did my best. 


| can’t seem to keep still. My blood has been on fire since 
this morning, the exact opposite of yesterday when my most 
active feat was taking my pants and panties off at the same 
time after arriving home. | don’t even know why | did it, but 
it felt liberating somehow. | left my tank top on and strolled 
through my small apartment like a low-energy flasher, 
letting the breeze cool me off. | dozed off on the sofa ten 
minutes later and slept for twelve straight hours. 


| take a small bite out of the juicy meat and sigh with relief it 
tastes good, and that means my cooking skills have returned 
from...wherever they went yesterday. It gives me hope that 
the rest of my abilities will come back eventually. 
The_Orange-Cranberry Nut Tarts are still in the oven, but 
with my confidence restored, | rest easy and let them finish 
baking. That leaves me with the last, and sexiest problem for 
today. Marcus. He'll show up here with Art, and | don’t know 
what to do when | see him. 


The table is set, and the food rests, letting steamy sighs of 
flavourful goodness fill the kitchen. | hear a car pull into the 
driveway, and my jittery nerves go into overdrive. They’re 
here. | fix my hair and straighten my apron multiple times. 


The men walk in, and Maddie welcomes them at the door. 
Their conversation sounds normal as it moves from the 
hallway, through the living room, and into the dining area. 
They don’t call me over, but | know my queue is up. | take 
the meat tray and try putting on some semblance of a 
normal face, but there’s none to be found in my repertoire 
right now. | have to do this, so might as well get it over with. 
The trembling wants to spill the contents of the tray, but | 
stop it just in time. Remember to breathe, Izzie, and you will 
get through this. | walk out of the kitchen. 


The men sit in silence and watch me attempt to put the tray 
down without slamming it on the table. | manage to do it, 
and it seems like a significant triumph. Art cracks a smile 
but hides it immediately. | wasn’t expecting that reaction, is 
he laughing at me, or is he mad? | watch him with a slight 
frown and focus on his face. | can’t bring myself to look 
toward Marcus. My peripheral vision informs me that he’s 
looking away as well. That’s interesting. We share a 
mindblowing kiss, and now he’s evasive. The thought stings, 
and | feel my defensive attitude getting ready to step in. 


“What do we have today?” Art asks in the most normal way. 


“Grilled Bourbon Chops and for dessert, Orange-Cranberry 
Nut Tarts. Art, | want to apologize for yesterday’s food and..” 
| begin but I’m not allowed to finish. Art has his hand in the 
air, signaling me to stop. | rehearsed my apology all day, 
and now I’m not permitted to say it, a strange feeling of 
disappointment envelops me. 


“There is no need for you to apologize. | know it was his 
fault.” Art says, looking at Marcus. My eyes rush to him, and 
poison darts shoot out. How dare he tell anybody about what 
happened between us? | want to strangle him right now. My 
chest fills with rage as | breathe in deeply, and were | nota 


lady, | would have some less than nice things to shout at 
him right now. There is no advantage to doing that, so | 
channel my negativity into my eyes. Marcus looks at me and 
recognizes my feelings. He knows he’s guilty but holds my 
gaze and seems intent on something. 


“You mustn't blame him. | could barely get a few words out 
of the man today, and deduce that he was responsible for 
your less than ideal state. I’m not aware of the specifics, but 
| urge you to resolve it. | would like my reliable Co-founder 
and my excellent, trusty, warm-hearted, and all-around good 
souled cook to return. | suggest you take a walk through the 
garden and work things out while | enjoy these chops that 
honestly, smell amazing. | knew building that grill out back 
wasn’t a twelve thousand dollar waste.” Art reveals and goes 
for the food. 


The frenzy in my mind subsides. Marcus hasn’t revealed 
much of what happened but gave enough information so 
that Art could piece two and two together. My breath returns 
to normal, and I’m eager to have a chat. | look at Marcus, 
and he agrees with my thought, pleading with his eyes in 
the direction of the empty and intimate setting of the back 
yard. He stands up and walks outside. | straighten my back, 
close my eyes, and look for that silent place in my head 
where things make sense. Once settled, | exit the house and 
see Marcus leaning on the marble railing of the deck 
overlooking Art’s yard. | take a seat at one of the tables 
behind him. 


He turns around and smiles. “I see our places have switched 
since last time.” 


“What do you mean?” | ask, unsure of what he’s referring to. 


“Back at Briar’s Lodge, you were the one standing, and | was 
the one seated.” He smiles and tries to imitate a feminine 
way of leaning on the railing. He’s too big and looks 
ridiculous. 


“Oh, that. | can’t remember it too well.” | lie as images of 
that night flash before my eyes. 


“| see.” He says and looks hurt. | regret what I’ve said but 
can’t back down now. “Well, | remember it very well, and | 
have to say, meeting you was one of the most powerful 
moments of my life.” Marcus utters out of nowhere. 


He’s looking right at me, without a trace of playfulness or 
flattery in him. He’s serious. My eyes open wide, and instead 
of breathing in normally, the air seems to want to hide in my 
lungs. | can’t breathe out. 


“Oh, really,“ | retort, trying not to show him how deeply 
that’s touched me, “the only memorable thing about that 
night is how some jerk with a lion tattoo on his neck tried to 
grab my ass.” | reminisce, trying to change the subject. His 
eyes flash with jealousy and turn savage for a moment. 
Then, he smiles. 


“What’s so funny?” | inquire. 


“Oh, nothing, | have a feeling that guy got what he 
deserved.” He answers with an embarrassed but proud 
smile. | combine his hint with the memory of that night and 
remember seeing him near the motorcyclist group just 
before | drove off. So he fought them and hurt the tattooed 
guy, defending my honor. Except that he couldn’t have 
known about the butt grabbing, because he was out on the 
observation deck when it happened. That means he fought 
for reasons other than my almost grabbed tush. What an ass. 


“Did he? | suppose you were the one who administered the 
punishment. Why did you do it?” | try to trick him into 
revealing his real motive. 


“They stopped me from getting to you. Those men were in 
the way of me doing what you asked.” 


“And that is?” 


He walks to me. Marcus'’s stride is slow and controlled, his 
boots make a soothing noise as they kiss the wooden floor 
and close the distance between us. “Proving you wrong. You 
and | belong together. | knew it from the start, and | think 
you feel it as well. There’s no need for fear. | see you and 
accept all that you are.” He slowly takes my hand in his. 


My mind follows my erratic breath, it goes in and out of the 
situation. | want to run but also feel | should stay. His 
honesty and directness leave me wanting more. He’s 
changing every time | meet him, surprisingly for the better. 
The bumbling fool from the Lodge is now confident, 
intriguing, unbelievably hot, way too close, and prepares to 
kiss my hand. What should | do? The thought of his lips 
touching any part of my body sends a shiver from my open 
mouth, through my throat, and into my chest, where it 
bounces off my organs, making them freeze in panic. 


Marcus looks at me and stops. His breath washes over my 
hand, infusing his will into me. | can’t hide my reactions any 
longer. “I’m afraid of you!” | scream in my confusion, overrun 
by my out of control emotions, and slip my hand out of his 
grip. 


“Can you accept that? You don’t know me. All that you know 
is what I’ve decided to show you. I’m much more than that, 


and there’s a lot you can’t even imagine. You keep coming at 
me, no matter what | say or do, it doesn’t seem to faze you. 
How can you trust me so much? Do you even care about me, 
or are you after my body? What do you want? What do you 
want from me?” | almost scream as tears flow uncontrollably. 


My face scrunches together in an ugly display of 
uncontrollable crying. | know he sees me, but I can’t stop. 
This man and feelings he puts me through scare me. He 
seems unaffected, so he must not care as much as I do. Yes, 
that’s it. He doesn’t care and offers lip service to every 
woman he finds attractive. I’m just the last in a long line 
of...he’s smiling. 


My incessant and uncontrolled rambling disappears as 
Marcus reveals more of his teeth. What? Why would he laugh 
now? Is he revealing his true nature? Was | right about 
suspecting him? 


Content that I’ve stopped talking and freaking out, Marcus 
lets out a long breath. He makes no effort to look manly but 
manages it anyway. “The naked truth is, I’m afraid too.” He 
reveals without any pretense, “but I’m more afraid of not 
trying. Isabel, | don’t know what this feeling inside me is and 
that scares the living daylights out of me sometimes. | lost 
control as well and felt helpless in your presence. | still do. 
You have the power to make me vulnerable, but it also 
means that with you, | feel more alive than | could have ever 
imagined possible. You have to give me a chance. It’s all | 
ask.” 


He speaks the truth. He’s laying it all out for me to see. It 
must be hard for a man like him to weather my emotional 
storm. Still, he does it, for me. Marcus doesn’t push his will. 
He presents himself and his view of the world, then, he waits 
to see what I'll do. Ok, | guess that’s fair. He still scares me, 


but | can’t deny my attraction to him. This man brings out a 
whirlwind of emotions in me, and his intensity is too much at 
times. What should | do? | can’t risk freaking out again and 
hurting him again...but | kinda’ want him. Ohhh, why is this 
so hard? 


As if reading my mind, Marcus suggests. “I’m not asking you 
to make up your mind right now. | want you to get to know 
me better before deciding anything. How would you feel 
about going on a date with me?” 


My face turns the same color as the blood flooding into it. 
“What? It’s a bit early for that. | don’t know if I’m ready to 
make that step yet.” 


“| understand. Thank you for being honest with me. Alright, 
no date then. Tell me, what do you like to do in your free 
time?” He continues unfazed. 


“Um, | train, read, take walks. I’m anormal girl.” | blurt out 
because the question caught me by surprise. 


“Would you like to take a walk with me at Heavens Peak? It’s 
more like a hike really, and also, not a date. We are basically 
training our legs and getting to know each other better. 
You'll like the view at the top, | promise.” He invites me with 
an innocent air about him. 


| have been mean long enough. Marcus kept shrinking his 
needs to meet my own. I can do a hike. It’s reasonable, and 
about the maximum of what I can handle from him right 
now. “Ok, lII go with you.” 


“Thank you, Isabel. l'Il make sure you won’t regret this 
decision. Is it alright if we go this Sunday? l'Il sort it out with 
Art, don’t even worry about it.” He plans already with a lot of 


enthusiasm and relief in his voice. Marcus is cute when he’s 
excited. 


“Sunday will be fine.” | keep my words to a minimum 
because his excitement is contagious, and | feel giddy too. 


He stands up, involuntary flexing his pecs, and hurries 
inside. | slouch in the chair, tired. Oh my God, why is life so 
difficult and unclear sometimes? | have no idea if | made the 
right choice but this date, since it’s clearly a date, will give 
me some insight into the man who wants me. | take a couple 
of minutes to come back to the present and then go inside. 
Art is by himself in the living room, pretending to read a 
pamphlet. 


“You're holding it upside down. You know that, right?” | say 
to him. 


“Oh, you’re right.” He responds, throwing it over his head. 
“Marcus is gone. He’s asked my permission to take you out 
on Sunday. | reluctantly said yes, then, he bolted.” 


“Reluctantly?” 


“No, of course not. Marc is a good kid, and he really likes 
you. I’ve known him for a long time, and he’s never reacted 
this way to a woman. He’s stubborn but fiercely loyal. He is 
tough, but his heart is in the right place. | know you 
noticed.” He finishes and seems protective of Marcus. | leave 
without a word and carry out my duties for the day. 


CHAPTER 7 


Marcus 


“Art, are you back there?” | ask, trying to keep it together; 
the pressure is getting to me. | look in the mirror, and a bead 
of sweat makes its way down from my temple, trying to 
escape my face before the horror begins. Traitor. | think and 
call Art once more. 


“I'm here, Marcus. | got you. Listen up and listen good, this 
will not end quickly you will not enjoy it, but it must be 
done. You, my friend, are a modern Samson, giving up your 
prized mane for the woman of your dreams, the trade is 
tough but fair. Nothing in life worth getting is easily 
acquired. | feel your pain, Marc. | went through it myself, and 
afterward, | didn’t feel like a real man for a while. You have 
what it takes to get over it just believe in yourself and know 
that I’m here.” Art expresses with heartfelt emotion. 


“| don’t know about this. It sounded like a good idea at the 
time, but | feel my resolve shaking. I’m kinda freaking out, 
man.” | reveal looking at Art’s reflection in the large mirror. 


“Don’t you give up on me now. We grew up on the streets, 
we're tough. This is just another day, another story to add to 
our collection of memories. Show me your strength. Let the 
woman do her job and be done with it.” Art exclaims, looking 
at the hairdresser. 


“Alright. Do it now, while | still have control of myself.” | urge 
the stylist. She looks at us with apathy in her eyes. 


“Are you guys serious? I’m cutting your hair one inch 
shorter, to get rid of the split ends. What is wrong with you, 
motorcycle types? Every one of you makes this big drama 
about getting a freaking haircut. Do you like looking like a 
caveman?” She scolds me. 


“| don’t look like a caveman. Males are supposed to be 
rough. Let me tell you..” | begin explaining before she 
interrupts me with her sharp tongue and unimpressed 
attitude. 


“If you want to get a woman in a way other than hitting her 
with a club upside the head and dragging her to your man 
cave, | suggest we cut more of your hair and take care of the 
thing that crawled on your face. | believe you call it a beard. 
| call it unacceptable, in this day and age.” She sasses at me 
with zero understanding for the destruction she’s proposing. 
Her cold, lifeless eyes scanned my face, analyzing it with a 
robotic sense of empathy. | dislike her immediately, but she 
brushes it off and continues. 


“You came to me because l'm the best at what | do. My word 
is law in this place. Do you want to keep your long hair? 
Fine, but l'Il bring it into this century. Your beard needs some 
serious trimming down as well. l'II make a modern man out 
of you yet.” She states with conviction, and my confidence 
in her is restored. 


She’s a seasoned warrior, battle-hardened, fighting for my 
privilege to look good. | meet her gaze and approve of her 
strength. She walks away without a second glimpse. Art sits 
quietly, not Knowing what to say. | brace myself as the hair 
valkyrie returns with her weapons of war. She pulls out a 
sharp pair of scissors, and the second they close over my 
defenseless hair, | know I will never be the same. 


The deed is done. Both Art and | look at my new face and 
curse our ignorance for running away from hair salons all 
this time. Damn, | look good. “Holy moly, Marc, you 
are...Man, | don’t even recognize you.” Art states, fascinated. 
I’m equally impressed. The hairdresser looks at both of us 
like we’re idiots. We don’t dare argue. She’s proven her 
worth. 


“Hey...can | go next?” Art asks. 


“They call me a miracle worker, but | can’t make hair grow 
back. | Know a good toupee shop if you’re interested.” She 
spits out and Art deflates. 


We exit the salon, understanding why it’s so expensive. It 
was worth every penny. We spend the rest of the day filling 
Art’s pickup with expensive clothes, recommended by 
people who know better what looks good on me. Spurred on 
by the hairdresser’s brilliance, | listen to all the experts, and 
they deliver. 


We drive to my place and empty my walk-in dresser. Many of 
these clothes I’ve had for a long time, and it feels like I’m 
parting from dear friends. One hour later, | still look good, 
and the new clothes are stacked neatly on the racks. Before 
Art leaves, he asks me. “Alright, tomorrow’s Sunday are you 
ready?” 


“lam. l'Il show Isabel the real me just like I’ve been doing, 
and hope she’s impressed.” | answer. 


“Yea, yea, but remember, she’s special. You go out of your 
way to please her if you have to. It’s a small price to pay, 
believe me.” 


“Alright, Art. Listen...there’s something | have to tell you.” | 
say with a bit of hesitation. 


“What is it?” He asks. 


“Ahem...thanks for helping me out.” | respond, still unsure If | 
should open the subject. 


“Don’t get all mushy on me. Rest up. You have a big date 
tomorrow.” Art says and leaves. 


Once again, | couldn’t say it. For three days, I’ve carried this 
secret around, and | don’t know what to do with it. It started 
when I happened to overhear one of ISabel’s phone 
conversations. Since we set up our date, Isabel and | have 
gotten closer. She told me she likes a certain brand of 
perfume, so | went and bought it. The plan was to surprise 
her, so | snuck outside where she was taking her break. 
Isabel couldn’t see me when she got a call and picked it up. 


“Hi. Sorry, | meant to call you, but a lot has happened in the 
last few days... | miss you more. You’re not going to believe 
this. | not only met him, but I also got a job at his house, as a 
cook... No, he doesn’t suspect a thing. | watch him all day... 
Yes, I’m careful... No, he seems to like me. That helps me 
stay close to him... No, not yet, it’s too soon. l'Il decide what 
to do about him after | know more. | love you sooo much. | 
miss you terribly, you’re the reason I’m doing this... Ok, 
bye.” 


Doubt showered over me like black tar. It stained my 
thoughts of her and made me suspicious. I’ve been trying to 
look for an angle to this story but can’t come up with one 
where she’s a good character. | don’t know if | should tell Art. 
What do | tell him? | don’t know anything myself. Who was 
she talking to? Whoever it was, Isabel loves them. That 


thought has been bouncing through my empty heart for the 
last few days and made me smolder in anger. She’s planning 
something, and involves Art. | have to figure it out on my 
own, for now. When | know more, l'Il decide what to do about 
her. No more mister nice guy. 


| go to bed. The hike tomorrow is long, and my legs have felt 
heavy ever since | found out Isabel has a secret. l'Il find out 
what she’s all about. God, let this be a misunderstanding. 


CHAPTER 8 


Marcus 


| wake up at dawn. It’s early, but | went to bed at 09:00 PM 
last night. My muscles feel unusually energetic, so I take a 
trip to the gym. The workout is great and relieves some of 
my pent-up aggression. Once | arrive back home, | eat a full, 
healthy meal, then take a long nap. Shortly before noon, | 
grab my hiking bag and head to Isabel’s apartment. 


| ring the doorbell and hear a muffled “Yes” through the thin 
walls. She emerges a minute later and tells me she’s almost 
ready. “Five more minutes, and we can go. Make yourself 
comfortable.” She stares at me a little longer than normal. 
My makeover worked. | enter the apartment and realize it’s 
the size of my closet. The couch invites me to sit, and | 
oblige. Isabel whizzes past me from one room to the other, 
filling a backpack with things that no man has ever thought 
about carrying up a mountain. 


| let her be and enjoy looking at the sports leggings she’s 
wearing. Ever since | found out she’s up to something, my 
pussy on a pedestal attitude toward her changed, the angel 
has fallen and gotten her perfect wings tainted by the sins 
of humankind. She’s a woman now, no longer out of my 
league, not above me in any way. My confidence returns, 
and | no longer feel frozen in place by her gaze. 


She’s finally done. It has been twenty-five minutes since | 
walked in. | had plenty of time to realize something. | like 
the fact that | no longer think of her as an angel. She’s 
finally within reach for a mere mortal like me, and | am more 


than enough to charm this woman and make her mine. Also, 
since she’s lost her innocence in my eyes, there’s no need to 
censor my thoughts and actions anymore. Don’t worry, little 
minx, l'Il get the truth out of you, together with your real 
character. My eyes narrow as | hone in on her toned body 
and check out her ass as she’s bending to put something in 
her backpack. Isabel sees me, and | catch her gaze, holding 
it with renewed vigor. Her eyes widen and she freezes, like a 
deer caught in the headlights. And | want to ram my 
metaphorical car into this woman, along with my very real 
dick. 


We leave her apartment, climb on my bike, and drive to 
Heavens Peak. | Know the mountain like the back of my 
hand. This was my playground as a kid. We get our 
backpacks, and | lead Isabel to the beginning of the trail. 


“Here we are.” | point to the impressive, barren peak. 
“Normally, it takes about four and a half hours to get up 
there, but | have a feeling you’re faster than Art.” 


Isabel looks at me, smiles, and takes the lead. | follow her, 
like a wolf leading the pack from behind. We begin walking, 
and the first portion of the trail is boring. Not a lot to look at, 
except Isabel’s ass. | have to admit, she knows how to move. 
It’s not something she does consciously, but her hips wave 
in a repeated feminine pattern, hypnotizing me. | see her 
cheeks brushing up against each other and imagine what 
that friction would do to my cock. She tries to push ahead, 
but | catch up, unable to look at that magnificent tail end 
without wanting more. | strike up a conversation, and we 
talk about work, Art, and ways of improving our training. | 
enjoy the discussion and almost forget my plan. Time flies 
by, and because we're fast, the peak is now in sight. Since 
she’s relaxed and warmed up, I can begin my interrogation. 


“So, Isabel, where are you from?” 

“Oh, | was born and raised in California.” She answers. 
“A Cali girl. Got any family back home?” | inquire. 
“Yes. My mother.” She reveals, smiling at the thought. 


“How about a boyfriend or significant other?” | ask directly, 
watchful of any conspicuous reactions. Her smile vanishes, 
and she gives me a disappointed squint. 


“| don’t know. Right now, he seems to act like an ignorant 
jerk.” She trails ahead, giving me another look at that 
delicious ass. | snap back into P.I. mode, thoughts of 
penetration still lingering in my mind. 


She turns away, and | believe that her eyes are watering a 
bit. This woman...she’s either telling the truth or is an 
excellent con artist. All evidence points to the latter, but | 
can’t deny the sting of her reaction. | feel it but decide to 
push on. She will crack or slip up at some point. 


“Anyway, how did you end up in Nowhere, Montana?” | 
insist, and her expression finally reveals something. Her 
eyes rush from side to side, coming up with a lie. 


“|... wanted to take some time off after college and see the 
country. There are many towns | visited and lived in fora 
while, learning more about life.” She says, looking straight 
ahead. 

“Really. Where did you live before the Falls?” | press on. 


“Ahem, Las Vegas.” She stutters. 


“How nice. | am familiar with Vegas. What did you do there?” 
“| cleaned rooms in a hotel.” 

“Which one?” 

“The Luxor.” 


“Oh, you mean the one on Charleston Boulevard.” | toss the 
bait, and she takes it, hook, line, and sinker. 


“Yes.” She lies, unaware that the Luxor is on the Strip, or, as 
the locals know it, the corner of W Reno Avenue and Las 
Vegas Boulevard. She must have thought about a well- 
known Vegas hotel and Luxor is the first one that came to 
her mind. 


“So, from Vegas to Montana. That must have been a wild 
trip.” | continue with the interrogation, trying to break her 
wall of lies. She doesn’t respond but throws angry peeks at 
me. “Yea, sounds really good, almost too good to be true.” | 
utter with a sizeable amount of mistrust in my voice. She 
catches on. 


“What are you doing?” She inquires, annoyed by my barrage 
of unpleasant questions. 


“I want to know more about you, Isabel. You’re quite the 
mystery woman.” 


“Keep going like this, and I will remain a mystery to you.” 
She defies me, trying to keep her tears from leaving her 
eyes. 


“You know, we all have baggage. I’m trying to figure out if 
yours is benign or malignant. Better yet, | want to know if it 


will affect Art.” | reveal, towering over her, expecting the 
charade to end. 


She stops in her tracks, fists clenched. Her tears come down, 
cascading over her red cheeks. Isabel fights to stay in 
control. She turns to me. 


“You think you have it all figured out.” A deep pain crosses 
her face, but she keeps her eyes locked on mine, sustained 
by a powerful hidden belief. “You know nothing. People are 
so quick to come to a conclusion based on their view of the 
world and then preach it like the absolute truth, you are no 
better. This little interrogation is over, our ‘date’ is over.” She 
announces, making air quotation marks. 


She turns around and begins walking. “You'll get lost on the 
way down. The path looks easy, but it’s treacherous, and one 
wrong turn means you get to spend a couple of hours 
finding the right way again.” | announce, confident that this 
information will force her to come back. 


One distinctly determined middle finger pointed at the sky, 

telling me that she doesn’t care. Isabel doesn’t even turn to 

look at me and disappears behind the last turn. “You already 
messed up!” | shout, and an echo response returns. “No! You 
did, idiot!” 


CHAPTER 9 


Isabel 


That jerk. That pompous, self-absorbed, ignorant idiot. He 
brought me all the way up here to act like a jerk. | wanted to 
slap him so bad. My hand is still stiff and ready to smack 
some sense into that scumbag. | can’t believe | thought he 
looked incredible when | saw him this morning. Despite 
being afraid, | was eager to come here and tried my best to 
convince myself that Marcus is not just a beast. Yet he forced 
me into a situation where | had to lie and seemed pleased 
doing it. How could he know? He must have overheard my 
conversations on the phone. Great. | blew my cover. How am 
| supposed to face Art now? Marcus ruined everything. 


I’ve been crying for a while, but more tears come at the 
thought that | couldn’t get to the end of my plan. My chest 
hurts, and a deep sense of rejection toward Marcus arises. 
He stuck his nose in something that doesn’t concern him 
and will no doubt share his misguided conclusions with Art. 
That means | have to run. The thought sends a sharp pain 
through my chest, wounding my heart. I’m bleeding trust. 
Soon, l'Il have none left. Marcus taught me an important 
lesson, don’t trust men. They will do anything to get close to 
you and then reveal their malice. Art must be the same 
they’re friends after all. 


| raise my head and realize that nothing looks familiar. 
Where am I? The crying kept me busy while | walked, and 
now I’m lost. The only smart decision is to turn back and 
look for familiar landmarks. 


Half an hour has passed, and | have no idea where | am. That 
jerk Marcus was right. | bet he’s long gone by now. The road 
down is treacherous, but it doesn’t matter. | have plenty of 
time to find the correct way. As the minutes pass, | get 
worried. We walked up the mountain for about three hours. 
I’ve spent about an equal amount of time lost. | have no 
signal on my phone, and the thought that | might be 
trapped on the mountain for the night is hissing at me from 
a dark corner of my mind. 


Another hour passes, and now I’m freaked out. Although it’s 
still relatively early, the sun threatens to hide behind 
Heavens Peak and leave me in the dark way sooner than 
expected. My knees are trembling a bit at the thought, and | 
can’t escape the reality of my situation anymore. 


There’s rustling in a bush not far from me. | instinctively stop 
and listen. Nothing follows, but | dare not move. My hands 
are trembling as | pray that it’s all in my head. The rustling 
begins again, accompanied by a low-pitched gargle. My 
blood freezes and my head trembles so much that I can’t see 
clearly. | hold my breath and want to run away with all my 
power, but my legs are made of lead. The hiss turns into a 
roar, and now | know what’s stalking me. A cougar. 


| can’t see it, and it hasn’t attacked yet, but the tension in 
that bush is palpable. If | move, it will pounce, if | turn my 
back, it will give chase and catch me in a matter of seconds. 
There is no option to prolong my life, other than doing the 
thing | really don’t want to do. Stand perfectly still. As | 
frantically weigh my options, something behind me moves. 
I’m caught in a death vice, closing in on me. My fear 
prevents me from turning around. Will the attack come from 
the front or from behind? | have no option but to stand 
witness to my last moments on earth. Whatever's behind, 
creeps up closer. 


A hand goes over my mouth, muffling the inevitable scream 
that | let out. | look down and recognize human skin, that 
doesn’t stop the scream. Marcus holds my mouth sealed, 
letting me finish, his eyes trained on the bush. Without 
looking at me, he whispers. “When | give the signal, we 
move back slowly, and quietly. Nod if you understand.” | do, 
and his hand informs him that | got the message. | don’t feel 
relieved, but the fact he’s here gives me hope. 


He uses two fingers, army style, to point behind us. His other 
hand pushes my head back, and I’m forced to move. My 
steps are unsure and make more noise than | want on the 
gravel. The roars intensify. Marcus’s hand clenches a little 
over my mouth, but he remains steady in our pace. The bush 
moves, and before the beast leaps out, Marcus gets in front 
of me. 


| hear two dreadful roars. One far away and a second later, 
very close. | close my eyes and scream. The fear prevents 
me from doing anything else except cover my ears and get 
low to the ground, expecting to be sliced open. The sounds 
get much louder. | listen like my life depends on it. The 
cougar roars and hisses but Marcus roars louder. | open my 
eyes and see the beast between Marcus’s legs. It’s so close 
to me that the dirt it throws when slashing at his boots gets 
on me. 


Marcus uses his backpack as a shield, preventing the wild 
beast from getting a free shot at his body. He screams and 
makes himself big by raising his arms and going forward. 
Incredibly, it works. The cougar retreats a bit but closes the 
distance again in an instant. “Find me a rock!” Marcus 
screams at me. | obey blindly. There’s nothing | wouldn’t do 
to get out of this situation. | see a good-sized rock a couple 
of feet from me and reach for it. The cougar notices my 


movement, tries to outflank Marcus and get to me. It’s so 
fast that | have no time to react. A sturdy leg comes in 
between us, and the mountain lion is forced to retreat. 


The rock is now in my hand, and | give it to the man 
protecting my life. He takes it and uses it to swing at the 
animal. This sudden act of aggression puts the cougar on 
the back foot, and it retreats more than last time. Marcus 
advances and throws the rock from a short distance, missing 
the animal but kicking up dirt in the mountain lion’s face. 
The cougar freaks out, turns tail, and runs away. 


| fall to my knees, exhausted and lifeless. My limbs are 
unresponsive, aside from the occasional involuntary twitch. 
Marcus isn’t moving. He stands guard, listening for signs of 
the beast’s return. After a little while, he backs away slowly, 
reaching me. “We have to move. Get up.” He orders, grabs 
me by the back of the jacket and hoists me up like I’m a 
small child. He takes my hand, and we put distance between 
us and the place where | thought my life would end. 


| look at Marcus and notice his eyes are as wild as the 
cougar’s, he’s in survival mode. That means we're not out of 
danger yet. Eventually, we don’t walk backward anymore 
but turn around and run. He’s leading me, and | let him. We 
run for minutes until he stops and scans the area. “I think 
we're safe now. | can’t say for sure. Cougars are known for 
stalking their prey. What I think we encountered back there 
is a mother protecting her young. If that’s the case, then 
we're in the clear. She won’t follow us. Still, | can’t be sure. 
We need to move. We camp out on the peak tonight.” He 
says and drags me behind him. 


“Marcus, we need to get off the mountain right now.” | 
emphasize, horrified by the prospect of spending another 
minute here. 


“You know what? Normally, that would be the sensible 
choice, but you decided to get lost for a couple of hours and 
close our window for leaving. We won’t make it down in 
time, and the woods can be dangerous in the dark, as you 
have witnessed. We stand a much better chance on the peak 
where there are no dangerous animals because there’s 
nothing for them to eat there. Besides, you’ve walked in 
circles this whole time, so we’re nearer to the top than we 
are to the bottom. There’s a small observation point where 
we can take shelter. Do you trust me?” He asks, resting his 
wild eyes on me. 


“No, | don’t,” | answer, “but that is beside the point. | believe 
you will not let me die here. Lead the way.” He hasn’t let go 
of my hand. Marcus begins walking, taking me to safety. | 
don’t know how to feel, now that he’s risked his life to 
protect mine. 


We walk up the mountain, and he picks up wood, putting it 
in his backpack. He orders me to do the same. By the time 
we reach the summit, | have a decent size pile resting 
between my arms. There’s nothing here but a small 
observation cabin, constructed out of a rock base and wood 
upper floor with retractable shutters. It looks old, but I’m 
glad to have a roof over my head regardless of how shoddy 
it looks. We walk inside and discover an empty ground floor 
with a simple staircase leading up to the wood portion of the 
Cabin. 


Marcus climbs the stairs and closes the shutters. “We don’t 
want any heat escaping through here. It gets cold at night. 
We'll build a fire inside and sleep here.” He informs me. 


We both go out to gather more wood, and by the time the 
sun sets, a big pile of branches and other flammable 


vegetation sits in a corner, waiting to be ignited and bestow 
its warmth and safety over us. “l'Il get the fire started. Then 
we can eat.” Marcus tells me and goes inside. | take in the 
beauty of the place, and it offers me solace. There’s a 360- 
degree view, with the sun bowing to the mountain on one 
side, while the other is sinking into darkness. I’m in the 
middle of this eerie twilight, stuck between today’s crazy 
events and what is yet to come. 


After all, | will be sharing a room with Marcus...alone...on a 
mountain, just us, for a whole night, where nobody can hear 
you...moan. My mind converts the fear from before into 
sexual drive. I’ve noticed that since we escaped the cougar, 
I’ve been restless, full of energy, eager to move. Now that 
our chores for the day are done, this energy expresses itself 
in the form of naughty thoughts related to our predicament. 
| can’t say it feels wrong. 


| saw one sleeping bag hanging under Marcus’s backpack 
and have been wondering ever since how we'll split it. 
Realistically he’ll be a gentleman and offer it to me while he 
stands guard, protecting my body from harm. Alright, that’s 
not likely to happen, but a girl can dream. Perhaps, after he 
gives me the sleeping bag, | can pretend to be cold and 
have him warm me up. The image of me doing that turns 
sexual in a second, and | feel a wave of heat radiating from 
my pelvis. Where are these thoughts coming from? | can’t 
remember imagining sex with a man before meeting Marcus. 


It’s chilly outside but not cold. Marcus exits the cabin and 
tells me that the fire is burning, heating our room...he said 
“our room’. | want to chuckle but hold it in. He takes a seat 
on an elevated rock and watches the sun turn red as it sets. 
The light fits him perfectly, turning the Montana man into a 
Viking of old, resting after his latest battle. Now that | think 


about it, that’s not far from the truth. The man fought a 
freaking cougar...and won. 


He doesn’t seem to pay attention to me. Marcus’s body is 
Slightly slouched as if he’s finally allowing himself to feel the 
physical toll this day has demanded of him. He’s thinking 
and enjoying the red suns rays, feeling at peace. The sight 
burns an afterimage on my retina with the title ‘Manliness.’ 
Hmm, | don’t like it how about ‘Vigor’...no, he seems tired, 
‘Wildman’...no, he looks fancy now, with his knot holding his 
hair back, except for one strand on each side, that he’s 
tucked behind his ears, and the beard trimmed to 
perfection. The words ‘Carnal’ and ‘Erogenous’ flash through 
my mind as worthy alternatives, but | swat them away and 
pretend they never happened. 


While I’m busy chasing innuendo thoughts out of my head, 
Marcus turns his attention to me. He scoots over on the rock, 
leaving just enough space for my tush. He doesn’t say it, but 
| Know Marcus wants me to sit beside him. | stay put. “We 
have a signal here, you know. We can call...people.” | break 
the ice. 


“Who do you want to call?” He asks with a relaxed, low voice 
that compliments his Viking appearance. God, he’s so hot. | 
notice something, an old scar behind his ear. So he can get 
hurt too. | like Knowing he’s not invincible. 


“| don’t know, the Mountain...Guard?” | say unsure of what 
the rescue guys are called. 


He laughs and turns his head away. “You mean Search and 
Rescue. They won’t come. We're safe here and, | sort of beat 
up their captain one time. They will go to extra lengths not 
come if my name shows up in the conversation.” He 
mentions. 


“How much do you fight? Is this a recurring theme with 
you?” | inquire. 


“Sort of, but | only do it when the other guy deserves it.” He 
answers casually. 


“| see. If that’s the case, then it means the captain of the 
Mountain Guard...” 


“Search and Rescue, not Mountain Guard.” He corrects me 
again. 


“right, the captain of the Search and Rescue squad must 
have done something terrible to warrant a beating. Out of 
sheer curiosity, what did he do to make you hit him. He 
looked at you funny?” | ask in a sarcastic tone. 


“No. | was invited to his house for a dinner party. | went into 
his kitchen to tell him Art was coming over later on and 
caught him slapping his wife because she tripped and 
dropped a tray full of meat he had cooked. | beat him badly 
and promised him I would return for round two if he laid his 
hands on that woman ever again. His teammates walked in 
and saw me with bloody fists and their captain at my feet, 
rolling on the floor with a broken nose and some missing 
teeth. They didn’t listen to a word | said, and | had to flee to 
avoid incapacitating the whole Search and Rescue Squad. 
So, to answer your question no, | didn’t hit him because he 
looked at me funny.” He finishes, bothered that | consider 
him a brute. 


| press my lips together and nod in agreement. That is one 
solid reason for beating the living daylights out of someone. 
| change the subject. “How about calling Art? Can’t he do 
anything?” 


“Oh, no, no, no, don’t even think about it. Art can definitely 
help, he'll get a chopper and come himself. The only 
problem is that we'll never hear the end of how he saved our 
lives. | mean that. One night here with me is a small price to 
pay in comparison to that.” He exclaims, worried that | might 
call his closest friend. 


“Very well, l'II spend the night with you then.” | say, before 
realizing the unintended double entendre. Marcus looks at 
me with lustful eyes and stokes the smoldering fire in my 
womb. | know what he wants. | want something from him 
too. 


“Are we going to talk about the way you acted with me 
before | ran off?” | open the subject. 


“Yes. Tell me the truth, Isabel. What do you want from Art? 
No more lies or l'Il throw you off the mountain.” He says with 
an expression that betrays nothing. | can’t tell if he’s joking 
or being serious. 


“Wow, chivalry seems alive and well in you. Do you say that 
line to every pretty girl you meet?” | ask, annoyed by his 
lack of tactfulness. 


“First of all, you shouldn’t compliment your own beauty, it’s 
rude and inappropriate. Secondly, | am open to those who 
are open with me. You have a secret that can potentially hurt 
my friend, and I will not stand by and let you act on it. | 
protect my family.” He reveals with an iron conviction that 
resonates in me. His face and demeanor compel me to give 
him something. 


“You should know that this doesn’t concern you...” 


“Arthur's safety is definitely my concern! Don’t argue with 
me on that point.” He snaps at me. I’m impressed by his 
loyalty, and it makes me respect him a little. 


“| wasn’t. If you would let me finish...thank you. | have no 
intention to hurt Art. | can’t tell you why, but | need to know 
more about him. | have to find out for myself if he’s a good 
person or not. | have something for him, depending on the 
outcome of my observations, | will either give him ‘that’ or 
not. This is about as much as I can say on the matter.” | 
finish and cross my arms, hoping that he’ll be satisfied with 
the cryptic explanation. 


Marcus has been observing me this whole time. His focus 
and relentless search for signs of deceitful behavior are 
impressive. He pressured me into telling him part of the 
truth with his eyes alone. He relied on his beastly instincts, 
and they served him well. He stands up, comes over, and 
looks down on me. | Know now why the cougar retreated, 
Marcus looks intimidating as hell when he’s serious. The 
silence is uncomfortable, but the ball is in his court. | have 
to wait for the retort. 


“Swear to me that you’re telling the truth.” He demands, 
holding the same posture. 


“Sure, | swear that.” 


“Not like that.” He interrupts. “Put your index finger on your 
heart and repeat after me.” 


“O-okay.” | follow the x movement he repeatedly makes in 
the general area of the heart and duplicate it. 


“Cross my heart...” He begins. 


“Wha..ok, cross my heart..” 


“And hope to die...” He says, making me wonder what the 
purpose of this kid game is. 


“And hope to die.” 


“If | should ever lie...” He changes the normal form of the 
poem. 


“If | should ever lie.” | mimic and notice he is very focused 
on me. 


“Put a needle through my eye.” He finishes with eerie 
intensity. 


“Put a needle through my eye. Satisfied?” | ask, 
unimpressed, and not getting it. 


“Yes. You have no idea how often | used that back in the day 
to get information out of thugs. The process is simple. You 
ask a question, wait for their answer, and then make them 
recite the text. You get someone to focus on a simple 
children’s poem with inherent meaning and throw them out 
of their regular mental balance with it. | changed a line in 
the middle to make them focus on it more. Once you get to 
the needle in the eye part, you make it scary. Most people 
will flinch if they lied. I’ve done this countless times to much 
tougher people than you and know what to look for. You 
passed the test. | believe that you don’t mean to harm Art.” 
He says and smiles, satisfied by the conclusion. He sits back 
down on the rock. 


“Just like that?” | inquire. 


“Yea. If you're not satisfied, | can always waterboard you.” 
He offers. | wouldn’t have liked this remark before, but now | 
know this is his way of communicating and he means no 
harm. | smile, disagreeing with my head, and sit beside him. 
The space on the rock is tight, but the air is clear between 
us. | breathe in deeply and feel some peace in my head for 
the first time since | came to Columbia Falls. Who would 
have thought that talking to Marcus would make me feel so 
good? 


“Hey, how did you find me when the cougar attacked?” | 
remember. 


“| didn’t. You left, and | followed you the whole time, keeping 
my distance, and waiting for you to find the right path. The 
plan was to escort you down the mountain covertly. | wanted 
to make sure you were safe. Many hours and one cougar 
attack later, here we are.” He says, spreading his arms at the 
vastness we occupy as the only residents. He was there the 
whole time but decided to hide. | can’t blame the man. 
There was no way he could have gotten through to me at the 
time. He protects those he cares about, today, he protected 
me. | feel a warmth radiating from this man that thaws my 
resistance to his advances. If he keeps going like this, | 
might... 


The cold gets to me, and | pull the sleeves of my shirt over 
my hands. Marcus notices and wants to take his jacket off 
and give it to me. “If you do that, you'll be cold.” | say. He 
considers that, opens the jacket side closest to me and 
covers my back with it, pulling me closer to reach over my 
shoulder as well. | lean my head on his chest to make it 
easier for him. Marcus’s pec twitches for a split second then 
relaxes, giving me a cushion-like surface to rest my face on. 
He feels warm and soft, and in the quiet that ensues, | can 
hear his rapid heartbeat. Why is that? He hasn’t done any 


strenuous activities for a while and...wait, am | the cause? | 
peek up and see him trying to poker face me. It doesn’t work 
because his heart is betraying him. | bite my lower lip to 
stop a smile. 


Marcus sees it. “What is it?” 
“I can hear your heart beating.” 


“You must be imagining things. There’s too much muscle 
mass in between.” He answers while looking away. 


“| totally can.” | reply and begin moving my head around his 
chest to get better reception on the faint vibrations. The 
best spot is right under his pectoral muscle. The sound is 
clear now, and his heart beats much faster than before. | can 
feel him trying to control his breathing. He’s excited. | like 
Marcus’s reaction and how he tries to hide it. Who’s gota 
secret now? 


CHAPTER 10 


Marcus 


What is this woman doing? | thought it was a genius idea to 
get her close with the jacket trick, but she’s causing all 
kinds of ruckus in me by rubbing her head against my chest 
like that. | might get a hard-on if she keeps doing that and 
there’s no way to hide it. Isabel enjoys searching for a strong 
pulse and communicates her findings every couple of 
seconds. Her hair smells so good. One of her hands is on my 
chest, and she can’t seem to keep it still. I like this game, 
but my ace of spades is rapidly rising and will be visible in a 
matter of seconds. Best not to reveal that hand just yet. | 
have to distract her somehow. 


“Isabel.” | call, and she raises her head, hitting me in the 
nose with it. 


“Oh my God, I’m so sorry. Let me take a look at that, 
hahaha...” She laughs and touches my face, moving it 
around to inspect the damage. Is her head made out of 
granite? She landed a solid hit on me but right now I’m way 
more concerned with how close her lips are to mine. Isabel 
hasn’t noticed yet. | can’t wait anymore and put my arms 
around her waist. She stops moving, and we look at each 
other, noticing that there’s hardly any personal space 
between us. | like it like this and already anticipate invading 
her space a lot more. First thing’s first, there is no need to 
rush, and | plan on enjoying every second with Isabel. | will 
kiss, bite, lick, caress, and pinch at her defenses until she 
can’t stand it anymore, when that moment comes, Isabel will 
give me what | want. 


CHAPTER 11 


Isabel 


Marcus is holding me tight and tasting me with his eyes. | 
can feel his penetrating gaze going past my everyday 
persona and calling to the mistress that possessed me back 
at the gym. I’m increasingly tempted to give in, but this man 
is a beast and will not hesitate to treat me like a much more 
experienced woman, which I’m not. I’ve kissed a few boys 
but never allowed them to go further yet here | am, once 
again trapped by the animal, my virginity in his grasp. | look 
at him and let my eyes and face express the uncertainty 
that plagues my thoughts. 


Marcus understands and loosens his grip. One of his hands 
caresses my face and soothes my worries, denoting his self- 
control. “There’s no need to rush through this. Take your 
time, and | will match your pace.” He tells me in a relaxed 
voice. | appreciate his care and feel confident enough to tell 
him about my innocence. 


“The reason I’m acting like this is because I’ve never, you 
know...I’m..1’M a...” 


“A virgin.” He finishes for me. His mouth is slightly open as 
he comes to terms with the idea. He switches between being 
serious and smiling, unable to settle on one. He’s looking at 
me as if it’s the first time we’ve met. Marcus grabs my chin, 
lifts it slightly and kisses me. That freeing feeling | got the 
first time around returns, but now | can see it is just the 
absence of thought. They have all stopped and | marvel at 
this new feeling rising inside of me it carries great power 


and commands obedience, my thoughts have no choice but 
to submit. An explosion of joy fills my otherwise crammed 
head, and I can see why | like Marcus. He frees me from the 
heavy chains of the mundane and carries my spirit into the 
sky, all with a kiss. 


He parts his lips from mine, and I miss them already. Give 
me more don’t stop. | open my eyes and glance at him just 
as he lifts his face to the heavens, offering a silent prayer of 
gratitude. His chest inflates and fills with the same spacious 
feeling | am experiencing. He looks at me. 


“How can that be?” He asks, completely puzzled. 


| need a second to remember the conversation. “I never 
found the right one, | guess. | don’t know what to tell you.” 


“But you're perfect. Men should have flocked to you, unable 
to resist, yet you are a...ohhh.” He forgets to speak and 
laughs loudly. “I am mad about you, Isabel. I’ve been going 
crazy ever since | first saw you. My body and mind respond 
to yours naturally and beautifully. | can’t believe how this 
amazing secret makes me feel. | want you even more than 
ever now.” 


His confession is raw but backed by powerful emotions. | 
decide to look past appearances and see that he cares. 
Despite not trusting him, Marcus has proven himself sincere, 
direct, and a gentleman time and time again. My attraction 
for him is undeniable at this point. His simple presence has 
unlocked a side of me that | was unaware of. | both fear and 
am attracted by his wild side because it resonates with 
mine. 


“I like you too.” My heart is ready to jump out of my chest as 
| utter the words, this is so embarrassing. “Still, | don’t think 


| can go all the way with you. | feel like | should try 
something simpler for the first time. | don’t know how to 
explain it.” | reveal, and he agrees immediately. 


“Yes. This is not the time and place for it. Your...oh man, 
virginity is something special and rare in the world. Believe 
me.” He exclaims with genuine enthusiasm as he holds me 
like a precious artifact. “There will be none of that tonight.” 
He continues, but | have the feeling he’s saying it to himself. 
“That being said, | know you have a hidden wild side. | saw it 
at the gym, and I think tonight, we should focus on drawing 
it out, so both you and | can get used to it. What do you 
think?” He asks me, suddenly in his element. 


“| don’t know how | did it. | mean, you were there, and all | 
did was look at you...at your body.” | almost whisper, 
realizing how embarrassing it sounds when said out loud. 


“| see. We're not that different after all. | get the same 
feeling when looking at yours. It gets harder and harder to 
focus on anything else, to stay away, and my thoughts 
become dirty. | go crazy at the sight of your ass and would 
love nothing more than to grab it and pull you on top of 
me.” Marcus reveals embarrassment-free. | understand 
where he’s coming from. That place is familiar, but I’m not 
there yet, so his words make me more self-conscious than 
horny. “I know, | said too much. Come with me. l'Il guide you 
back into your confidence.” 


He takes my hand and leads me into the cabin. By now, the 
fire has heated the room to a cozy temperature, and the 
flames reflect beautiful moving patterns on the wall, 
changing the mood of the place. The sleeping bag is already 
out and open. He invites me to sit. “Don’t worry, Isabel, | 
won’t do anything to hurt you. You're safe with me.” He says 
and loses the jacket. 


| sit on my side, trying to look sexy, it feels unnatural 
because I’m too self-conscious. Marcus takes his shirt off, 
and | shuffle about, not Knowing where to put my hands. The 
flames give off an interchanging pattern of warm light that 
mixes with the lines of his body, creating an image that 
reminds me of a tribal theme. We have nothing in this place 
but a roof over our heads, a fire to warm us up, and each 
other. | understand what intimacy means. He comes to me 
and gets on one knee. “Touch me.” He offers. 


His body is made of marble, glistening with orange hues that 
scream for contact. | feel a strange itch inside of my chest 
and an impulse to get closer and take a bite out of him. My 
tongue gets restless, but my fingers are called to action first. 
| extend my hand and put it in the middle of his chest. There 
is a clear gap between his pecs, and as | run my hand down, 
| let my middle finger fill that space. He breathes in hard, 
pushing his torso forward, approving of my intentions. 


| get to his abs and feel my pelvis muscles flexing with erotic 
joy. He sees it, and his eyes turn feral again. I’m not afraid 
anymore in fact, | welcome his gaze and want him to look as 
much as he pleases. The urge to make him mad for me 
creeps up and envelops my body in satiny sexual desire. | 
get the familiar untamed feeling from last time and know 
the sensual goddess within me is about to awaken. 


To help with her summoning and to quench my salacious 
hunger for this man, I lean over and lick him, from his 
bellybutton up to his sternum. He accompanies my 
audaciousness with a surprised “Ohhhhh” as he breathes in. 
| like messing with him and pulling at his sense of control. It 
gives me satisfaction beyond the physical. My tongue is not 
done yet, it burns with his taste and wants to lick more 
sensitive areas. | go for his left nipple and make a satisfied 


“Mhhhh” sound when | feel the tender texture go hard in my 
mouth. | shower his areola with my saliva and enjoy the 
kinky lubrication it provides. 


Marcus breathes through his mouth. | look him in the eyes as 
| give his tasty nipple one last slow kiss. His face flashes with 
an expression of frustrated anger at himself for promising to 
go easy on me. He wants to fuck me right this second but 
knows he can’t, his virtuous side is stopping him, and his 
conflicted appearance is so devilishly delicious that it makes 
me reach for my pussy and touch it, triggering a release of 
liquids that stain my special spot. 


Marcus sees what I’m doing and snaps. He grabs the back of 
my head and forces his lips onto mine. | accept it all like the 
good girl he thinks | am but soon begin to swirl my tongue in 
his mouth, letting our juices blend while | bite his lip and 
moan in an overly-girly manner, putting his coital sense in 
overdrive. 


He can’t seem to get enough of my kisses. His hips begin 
moving back and forth, touching my torso slightly, in an 
unconscious attempt to satisfy his lust. | enjoy his energy 
and keep touching myself over my leggings, letting the 
Viking do what he wants. Ahhhh, this feels so good. | want to 
taste his body some more, so | push Marcus off, making him 
lose his balance and fall on his ass. He looks surprised to 
find himself on the cold rock floor, but | don’t give him time 
to think, in an instant, | leap on top of him, imitating the 
cougar we encountered earlier. He submits, allowing me to 
enter the space between his open legs. 


| slow down to a sensual feline crawl, making sure to lean my 
body forward and give him a good look at my ass. | want him 
to lust over it, to desire it, to want nothing else except that 


soft, moist, welcoming spot in the middle that can give him 
the release he so desperately needs. 


| run my lips over his abdomen, kissing when | feel like it. My 
hands touch both of his knees and descend toward the belt. 
He moans but disguises it in more masculine sounds. | want 
Marcus to be true to himself right now, so | run one hand 
from his balls to the tip of his bulging cock. He does not 
disappoint his member is sizeable, twitching under my 
fingers. 


Marcus lets out a genuine moan this time, showing me that 
he’s abandoned the need to impress. | wonder what sound 
he’ll make if | repeat the action, this time with my mouth. | 
run my lips across his pants and kiss the tip that hides under 
his belt. His clothes are in the way, but the move looks very 
effective. | open his pants, and he frantically takes his shoes 
and socks off, tossing them away. He lifts his hips, helping 
me drag his pants off. 


CHAPTER 12 


Marcus 


Sweet tap dancing mother of all that is perverted, this 
woman went and got crazy on me before | could do 
anything! Did she needed my help? Oh no, there’s plenty of 
nasty in her and then some. Man, she surprised the hell out 
me doing a full one-eighty on her character in a matter of 
minutes. Focus Marc, we're getting to the good part. 


She’s pulling my pants off. | lift my hips to help and notice 
the tip of my dick sticking out from the top side of my 
boxers. Fuck it l'Il run with it. She throws my pants away, 
leans over me, and notices my overzealous erection. Isabel 
smiles and licks her lips in a barely visible way. She looks so 
comfortable and natural like this, and | thank the gods and 
all their minions for making this day happen. She puts her 
hair behind one ear and descends on a direct collision path 
with my cock. | want to roar in victory, but the moment 
would be ruined. 


Isabel touches her lips to the underside of the tip of my dick, 
and a million volts of orgasmically-charged electricity zap 
my brain and destroy it. The sensation is all that remains. | 
can feel my body tensing up and preparing to shoot out the 
mother of all loads, but I can’t let this mind-demolishing, 
personality-changing, premature ejaculation-inducing 
evening end early. | Summon my will and battle for control. 


Isabel looks me in the eyes with feral tenacity while licking 
my member with drawn-out movements, and | realize she’s 
in the zone now while | spaced out a while back from the 


surprise of her sudden brashness. Time to get back in the 
game. 


| pull my boxers down, revealing the entirety of my cock and 
Isabel goes for it immediately. She’s incredible, running her 
tongue over every part of my cock and balls, kissing the 
spots where she gets the strongest reactions from me. She 
persists on my testicles while pulling my foreskin up and 
down, fascinated by all the moving parts. 


She devours my tip, and her tongue runs circles in her 
mouth, prompting precum to shoot out in a couple of short 
bursts. Isabel is surprised at first and checks to see if | came, 
but | shake my head no. She swallows and continues, 
making me almost cum for real at the sight of her 
brazenness. This woman is...perfect. 


| get my torso in an erect position, lift Isabel’s head, grab her 
ass, and pull her on top of me. She’s surprisingly light, and 
her pussy hovers over my exposed dick in a matter of 
seconds. She doesn’t need explanations, her magnificent ass 
drops and ripples, and | feel like we belong in this position. | 
grab her waist and begin moving my hips, looking to run my 
cock along the thin middle line that separates her left and 
right labia. Her leggings are still on, but | guide my dick 
using the wet stain between her legs. Her lips tremble and 
twitch as soft murmurs leave her mouth. She closes her eyes 
and begins moving as well. 


We synchronize our dance, and | can see her labia 
separating, wrapping around the upper part of my cock and 
rubbing pleasure into it. Isabel wants more, so she presses 
harder and leans forward, kissing me with fire in her lips. | 
grab her ass and pull her cheeks apart as | bite her lip and 
bring her down harder on my cock. She loves it. 


Isabel sits back up, crosses her arms, pinches the blouse 
she’s wearing and pulls it over her head in one swift motion. 
Her breasts are small but firm, matching the rest of her body 
and send me into a frenzy. | embrace her, putting my face in 
the middle of her chest and breathing her in. My God, her 
smell is going to be the end of me. | can’t get enough. 


| kiss Isabel’s chest while she takes care of my dick, moving 
her increasingly wet pussy in a perfect rhythm. | cradle my 
hand under one of her soft globes and bring it to my mouth. 
She isn’t moving anymore, anticipating the feeling of my 
tongue on her areola. | tease her by pretending to go for it, 
then retreating slightly. Isabel wants none of that. She 
pushes my mouth onto her breast and holds my head there. 
Her hip movements resume, and she gets louder as | draw 
circles with my tongue on the softest texture I’ve ever 
touched before catching her hard nipple between the roof of 
my mouth and my tongue and letting it slide out with a 
satisfying slurp. 


She gets even more excited, and so do I. My hands find the 
waistband of her leggings and slither down underneath, 
grabbing raw skin and enjoying the bouncy feel of her toned 
buttocks. | pull them apart again and grab deeper until | can 
feel one of my middle fingers touching the bottom of her 
pussy. Isabel is so deliciously wet. | rub her sweet spot and 
curse my promise of no penetration because | could do it so 
easily right now. 


Isabel begins to twitch, and her movements become erratic. 
Her head falls back, and | can hear her say. “Oh God, oh God, 
oh God.” She comes back, takes my face in her palms, and 
raises my head so that our eyes can meet. “I’m gonna cum.” 
She informs me once, then keeps repeating the words to 
herself. Our eyes lock, and we share the same need for 
sexual release. | hold her gaze and notice how Isabel’s eyes 


want to go to the back of her head, she fights it. | think she 
wants to look at me when it happens. The level of intimacy 
she demands brings me to the brink, the point of no return 
where all men know there is no going back. 


My balls rise as they load my cock with sticky, white rounds. 
| straighten my back, push my hips forward, and lift Isabel, 
covering the tip of my dick with her pussy. | press my cock 
into the fabric of her leggings, feeling it penetrate a little 
and release my cum. 


She knows what’s happening but makes no effort to stop it. 
The first burst of hot liquids penetrates her pants but the 
second, third, fourth and so on, fall in a slimy, slow-motion 
cascading back onto my dick. Isabel’s eyes go up, under her 
eyelids, and she climaxes as well, trembling as | attempt to 
put my seed in her. 


| let her back down in the initial position and slide her pussy 
over my slimy, still-cumming cock. She makes unintelligible 
noises and takes over for me, moving roughly for a while, 
before settling down in a soft rhythm that helps her come 
back to reality. She kisses me for minutes after that, and | 
love it. 


We shared something special, and | don’t even know what to 
Call it. It wasn’t sex in the traditional sense of the word, it 
wasn’t dry humping either. We made our own rules tonight, 
and it was beyond anything I’ve ever experienced. 


Isabel gives me one last kiss and attempts to stand up. Her 
legs give out, and she falls back on me. We laugh, and | 
want to help her up but notice that my legs are also in 
trouble. | stand up, doing my best not to look ridiculous and 
help Isabel to the sleeping bag where we both crash, 
grateful for the short distance we have to travel. 


| don’t Know what to say to her. My clothes are near, so | 
clean up and get dressed. Isabel cuddles on my chest and | 
hold her like a delicate flower. She closes her eyes and falls 
asleep almost immediately. I’m astounded by it but use the 
quiet time to look at her and memorize every line of her 
face, the feminine shape of her hands, the way she feels, 
tucked under my arm and sleeping peacefully. 


She still has the same pair of leggings on, this was supposed 
to be a day trip, so it’s normal that she wouldn’t have any 
spare clothes. There’s a dry white smudge all over her crotch 
that she attempted to wipe clean with a shirt. While looking 
at it, the thought hits me that | haven’t eaten her pussy. | 
meant to do it but lost track of it in the heat of the moment, 
and before | knew it, | was trying to impregnate Isabel. Why 
did | want to cum inside of her? | might have succeeded, 
considering the amount of sperm | pumped into the fabric. 
Maybe she’s pregnant. Strange, the thought doesn’t bother 
me, on the contrary, | feel like that might be a good thing. | 
fall asleep, surprised at my thoughts. 


CHAPTER 13 


Marcus 


| open my eyes, and it’s dark. The fire is all but out, and my 
attention is drawn to my lower body and the strange 
sensation that calls for scrutiny. I’m half asleep, so | don’t 
immediately react just witness what’s happening. 


In this dream-like state, | look down and see Isabel giving 
me a blowjob. She’s not aware of me looking at her. She’s 
caught in the act, slurping my dick with undivided attention. 
The sight and sound of it should get me excited, but not all 
of my bodily and mental functions are activated, so it feels 
like watching this from someone else’s perspective. She tries 
to deepthroat, but her gag reflexes stop her, and she 
retreats, strings of thick saliva connecting her mouth to the 


tip. 


Isabel takes a deep breath and goes for it again. She’s 
insatiable but playful, and | feel like I’m seeing someone 
practice in the intimacy of knowing that they’re alone. 
There’s no pretense in that. My body reacts to her vigorous 
stroking and sucking with pelvic flexes. She knows 
something is coming and opens her mouth, using the tip of 
her tongue to lick my glans. 


My cock responds to her sensual stimulating and shoots 
thick lines of cum into her mouth and on her cheek. Isabel 
looks surprised, and a bit overwhelmed by the quantity and 
intensity of the ejaculation but hangs in there until the 
potency and frequency subside. She sits for a while, 
inspecting the results of her actions, learning. My eyes close, 


and although | fight it, dreamless sleep washes over me, 
cutting any link to sensory perception. 


| wake up. The thin lines of light breaking through the cracks 
in the wood shutters above announce that it’s daytime. | 
look down and see Isabel sleeping peacefully by my side, 
one of her hands holding my shirt. The strange dream comes 
to me, and | can remember fragments, it looked so real. The 
room was the same my position was the same. Man, that was 
weird. | slide my hand down my pants, taking care not to 
disturb Isabel and notice a strange stickiness covering my 
front lower area. Last night, | definitely cleaned myself 
properly. This shouldn’t be here. 


Alright, let me think about it. There are two possibilities one, 
| imagined the whole thing and came, like a teenager 
experiencing his first wet dream. | mean, the things we did 
last night were wild and a very good trigger for this kind of 
fantasy. 


The second possibility is that it really happened. It’s not the 
first time | wake up and am unable to move. It happens 
rarely, but I’ve experienced it before. Should | ask her about 
it? No, that would turn weird fast if | dreamt it and embarrass 
her if it was real. I'll keep it to myself and maybe bring it up 
when the time’s right. 


| caress Isabel's hair, and she adjusts her head. God, she's so 
beautiful. | could watch her for hours in fact, | might have 
done it last night, until sleep took me. | don't know what to 
call her other than Isabel. Maybe I should try baby nah, too 
soon, sweetheart...it doesn't sound right yet. I'll stick to her 
name and see what comes up along the way since ‘little 
minx' seems reserved for when she gets dirty with me. 


She opens her eyes, looks at me, and shines with the most 
delightful smile | have ever seen. Her presence lifts my 
Spirit, and | feel ready to take on the world for this perfect 
fallen angel. “Good morning.” | say. She thinks about how to 
answer, Isabel extends her neck and kisses me with lazy lips. 
It’s incredible because people all over the world do it every 
morning and forget to appreciate how beautiful this simple 
action shows that she cares, that she wants to do it, that 
she’s with me. 


| grab her head and fall onto my back, taking Isabel with me 
and prolonging the pleasure. She laughs into my mouth, and 
| feel like an adolescent who accidentally did something 
noteworthy with his girl. We wrestle on the ground for a bit 
but settle down into a long, passionate, slightly smelly kiss. 
We didn’t brush our teeth last night, but it’s ok. | let her go, 
and she makes the cutest disapproval sound, grabs my shirt, 
and pulls me back in. This is what heaven must be like, 
you’re asked to do the things you love most with and by 
someone who wants to do them just as much as you. 


| get into it and grab her ass, but she pulls my hand away. 
“Don’t get too frisky, mister. Today’s a work day, and I’m 
already late. How about you, don’t you have a business to 
run?” She asks, running her fingers over my chest. 


“My only business right now is going over what we did last 
night and improving upon it. Call it, a team building 
exercise.” | say, going for a short kiss. She takes it and bites 


my lip. 


“So we're a team now, huh? Who’s the leader?” Isabel goes 
right to the heart of the matter. 


“What? We should be...we’re like a team of two where both 
decide the outcome of..” | begin. 


“I'll be the leader right now and end our exercise early. We 
need to get a move on. Remember, you didn’t call Art last 
night, so he has no idea where we are. He’s probably worried 
sick about us.” She interrupts and takes over. 


“Don’t worry about Art. It’s still early he hasn’t noticed yet. 
We'll get back before he can miss us.” | say relaxed. Isabel 
looks at the watch she purposefully put on backward, she 
has to turn her wrist to see it. Her eyes go wide. “It’s 11:46 
AM. We have to go now.” 


“No way. Art would have called me a million times...shit, | 
put my phone on silent to keep it from disturbing us.” | 
realize. 


We both get up and pack our things in a hurry. Isabel laughs 
now and then, thrilled that we made a blunder and may get 
in trouble for it. Her mood is contagious, and it gets me as 
well. I’ve never experienced something like this before, this 
woman is teaching me all kinds of new things and feelings. 
We descend the mountain at a rapid pace and get to the 
bike. She tells me to drop her off at her place for a quick 
shower and a change of clothes. 


We ride, and | could swear the bike runs better than ever 
before. I’ve been here a million times already, but the 
scenery is fresh and catches my eye. What the hell is this 
lively itchiness | have in my chest? We get to her place. 
Isabel jumps off, gives me a quick kiss, and tells me she'll 
see me later. | watch her run up the stairs and disappear 
inside her apartment, with one thought circling in my head. 
She’s my woman. Damn, Isabel is finally mine. Perfect. 


| ride home, take a shower, get dressed in my fancy new 
clothes, and look at my phone no calls from Art. That’s 


strange he should have freaked out by now. | get to Kalispell 
and park my bike in my reserved spot, right by Art’s car. 
He’s in, and | can’t wait to tell him the non-sex related 
details of my date. | go in and find him sitting at my desk, in 
my office, looking a bit more serious than usual. 


“What’s up, partner?” | say. 


“You tell me.” He says without moving a muscle on his 
pensive mug. 


“Wow, somebody caught his balls in his zipper this morning. 
Listen Art, | gotta tell you about my date. It was something 
else, man.” | ignore his moodiness and prepare to go into 
details. 


“Yea, Isabel’s something else alright.” He responds in a grim 
tone. He’s not playing. 


“Art, what is it? | know when something’s eating you up, and 
this is one of those moments. Let’s hear it.” 


“Tell me, Marcus, how much do you know about Isabel?” Art 
asks in a very serious tone. He knows something. 


“Ahm, yea, | meant to talk to you about that.” 


“You knew? What the fuck, Marcus?” He stands up from my 
chair and walks over to me, pinning me down with his arms. 


“| don’t know what I know, man. That’s why | didn’t talk to 
you about it sooner. My best idea at the time was to 
investigate on my own and get the facts straight before 
saying anything.” | reply, kind of worried that he'll hit me, 
judging by his intensity. He lets go and falls on the couch 
that | use for naps. 


“Listen to this. Maddie came to me yesterday and said that 
she thinks there’s something wrong about Isabel. | ask her 
what, and she said Isabel might be an assassin. | laughed, 
but she didn’t. | asked why. Maddie said she overheard 
Isabel on the phone, talking about how she’s in and nobody 
suspects a thing about how | like her and that helps her 
keep an eye on me. About how she can’t do it yet, she needs 
more time. What the fuck can’t she do yet?” Art explains, 
and | realize he must be talking about the same 
conversation | happened to overhear as well. | can’t 
remember seeing Maddie there, but there are three exits to 
the back yard, and each is within hearing range of the deck 
where Isabel sat. 


“Calm down, Art.” 


“Calm down? Calm down! How the fuck can you say that to 
me? She could be an enemy spy, sent to kill me. She could 
be acon artist that wants to rob me blind. Check this out 
Maddie said the conversation happened a few days prior, 
but she brushed it off, thinking she misheard or 
misinterpreted her words. A day before you two went on 
your date, Maddie told me she caught Isabel in my office at 
the house, snooping through my shit. Maddie hid and told 
me Isabel checked my personal information files, Marcus. 
She’s out to get me.” He finishes, slouching on the couch, 
fuming but getting visibly more relaxed, now that he finally 
managed to tell somebody. 


“Good, you got it off your chest so now you can listen. Let 
me tell you what I know. The day | met her at the Lodge, she 
was on the phone. | didn’t think much of it at first, but she 
said something about getting closure. Then, she showed up 
at your door and got a job. | thought it was blind luck, but 
now I’m not so sure. She wanted to come to you. | overheard 


the same phone conversation Maddie did from much closer, 
and it got me to suspect her.” | lay it out in a Summarized 
form so that Art can follow. 


“Why didn’t you tell me about it right away? | could’ve..” 


“You could’ve what, Art? What would you have done, other 
than rush things and fuck it up? Just like Maddie, | was 
confused and needed answers. | decided to use the date as 
the time and place to get them.” | interrupt him because 
he’s the kind of guy who sometimes takes action without 
thinking things through. He sits quietly, realizing that I’m 
right. | continue. 


“We went up the mountain, and | began asking Isabel some 
questions that bothered her. | found out for sure that she 
was lying to me. Isabel got mad and left by herself but got 
lost. | followed her from a safe distance, and she got 
attacked by a mountain lion. | swooped in and saved her 
pretty little ass.” 


“Are you serious? You don’t just save someone from a 
mountain lion. You run for your life and pray that the cougar 
finds a ball of yarn or something and gets distracted enough 
for you to get away.” Art says, not knowing if he should 
believe me. 


“lam serious, you moron. | didn’t fight the damn thing, | sort 
of chased it away with a rock and my backpack.” 


“So you’re not joking. Man, you are something else. | would 
have tripped my own mother and left her there if a fucking 
cougar chased us. She would have done the same thing to 
me, so it’s cool. | Know you're all about protecting and shit, 
but why did you do it for her? You could have died, | mean 
really died a grizzly death a la Revenant but with fewer low 


roars and more purring, get it?” Art tries to make my brush 
with feline death funny. 


“You know | would have done it for anybody. With Isabel, 
there was something more to it. | rushed over as soon as | 
noticed her stopping and looking at the bush where the 
mountain lion was hiding. The only fear in my mind was that 
something could happen to her. | didn’t give a fuck about 
myself, and it might have been the reason we survived 
because the cougar got spooked by how aggressive | was. 
Shit, it’s giving me the Heebie-jeebies just thinking about it, 
but at the time, | didn’t feel any fear for myself.” 


“Yea, yea, what happened next?” Art is listening with a half- 
open mouth. 


“It was late, so we had no choice and went to the cabin up 
top where we spent the night. After | saved her life, she was 
much more inclined to answer my questions. | asked Isabel 
to explain why she’s so interested in you. She told me that 
she has no intention to hurt you, but, for undisclosed 
reasons, she needs to know more about you. Isabel said she 
has something to give you, and whether you'll get it or not, 
depends on what she decides.” 


“What does she want to give me?” Art asks, fully engrossed 
in the story. 


“| don’t know, she wouldn’t say, but Isabel wants to know if 
you’re a good person or not. That’s why she’s observing 
you.” 


“What? And you believed her ass?” Art asks. 


“Yea. | used the ‘cross your heart’ technique, and she passed 
with flying colors.” 


“You mean that bullshit you tried to use to intimidate our 
targets? It never worked.” Art remembers. 


“It did work when you let me finish it, you impatient 
ignoramus.” | answer and get a bit angry, recalling how Art 
always kept messing with me and ruining the grand finale. 


“I'll admit, it worked a few times, but that’s not enough for 
me. It could all be a lie and no offense, Marcus. But she’s got 
you wrapped around her little finger. You gotta give me more 
than that.” Art discloses, and | understand his concern. 


“How about my word then? | give you my word that l'II make 
this right. It’s all based on a gut feeling, but this woman is 
not bad. She may be conflicted, mysterious, whatever you 
want to call her, but she’s a good person. | trust her, and 
now I’m asking you to trust me. Can you do that?” | ask 
seriously. 


“Yes, | can.” Art answers without hesitation. “That doesn’t 
mean | won’t be taking precautions.” 


“Thanks, man. Listen, you can’t act differently with her, or 
she'll know. You keep being you and l'Il take care of it, deal?” 


“Deal.” Art answers and lets all the air from his lungs out 
loudly, getting used to the idea. He stands up and points to 
a stack of papers on my desk that need to be taken care of 
today. Before he exits my office, he asks. “Is she worth that 
much to you?” 


“Yes.” | answer with a force that silences Art. He leaves 
without another word and a strange smile on his face. 


CHAPTER 14 


Isabel 


| went with an interesting food selection today and decided 
to include soup as well. The two will begin with Instant Pot 
Chilli, continue with Montana Spicy Bison Dip, garnished 
with Spinach and Goat Cheese salad with Beetroot 
Vinaigrette, and for dessert, Triple Berry Cobbler. This should 
make both of them happy, considering how hard it is to 
make all of it in the five hours | had at my disposal. The 
table is set, and Maddie puts the steaming first course on a 
wood base, with a distinct lack of interest that she hasn’t 
displayed before. She’s barely talked to me today, and | 
keep wondering why. She seems mad about something, but 
we’re not so close that | can start up a conversation and ask 
what’s wrong with her. 


The engine noise outside makes me feel the pressure and 
giddiness of my next encounter with the two people I’ve 
been bonding with lately. Both are important to me in their 
own way, and my talk with Marcus strengthened the ray of 
hope I've been holding in my heart that my little adventure 
can end beautifully. Please, God, let me make the right 
decision. 


They walk in and greet me, but Art seems reserved. He takes 
a seat at the table and waits in uncharacteristic silence. 
Hmm, maybe he had a hard day at work. "Dig in while it's 
hot." | urge them on, and Marcus goes for it. Art looks 
unmotivated, and Marcus has to pour the soup in his bowl. 


Art tries a sip and fights to keep his serious face but fails. He 
begins to eat like a hungry man and even helps himself to a 
second serving. | bring the Bison Dip and the salad. Art's 
eyes sparkle with delight, but he keeps quiet. Did something 
happen to him? He digs in and is unable to contain his 
happiness anymore. 


"Holy moly, this is so good it'll put hair on your chest. Isabel, 
why do you have to be so good at cooking and so good to 
us? It makes it so much harder for me..." Art trails off, the 
sadness returning to his eyes. What does he mean? | look at 
Marcus and the seriousness in his eyes lets me know that he 
spoke with Art about me. My feet take an involuntary couple 
of steps back. 


Marcus Is signaling me to calm down, but this is one 
situation he’s ill-equipped to fix. | can’t look at Art anymore 
but notice he's stopped eating and is observing Marcus and 
me silently exchanging messages. My ears are burning, and | 
can’t breathe, thinking that this is the end of my time here. 
Art knows I've been lying, | can’t stay here, and revealing 
anything at this point would seem like a lie. Tears form in my 
eyes and stream in regretful bands across my face. | thought 
| had more time. It could have worked if | only had a bit 
more... 


“Isabel.” Marcus calls me, but | can’t exit the spiral of 
negativity that envelops me. | back away some more, and 
the instinct to flee takes over, turning my torso around and 
fueling my legs with nitrous. The men stand up and tell me 
to stop, but their words fall on deaf, terrified ears. | turn and 
run, but Marcus is incredibly fast despite his size and blocks 
my exit. The only other way is through the garden, so I pull a 
chair in his path and run like the wind. 


| pass by Art who extends a hand, but | swat it away with my 
momentum, and the place where he touched me burns with 
regret. He wants me to stop as well, but how could I? How 
could this situation turn around? | see no possibility of that, 
so fleeing is the only option. | leave my new and exciting life 
behind by doing this. God, why can’t | stop? Please, 
somebody, stop me. 


Marcus is in hot pursuit, but I’m almost at the back gate. It’s 
open, and | slip through, slamming it shut just as Marcus is 
about to get me. He hits the metal door with a loud thump 
and falls while trying to say my name. This man is insane. | 
look at him through the grates and want to help, but I’m the 
reason he’s hurt. Please forgive me. Before I can finish the 
thought, he stands back up, blood dripping from his hair. 


| back away, but he calls me. “Isabel, please, stop. We can 
make this all good again. | have a plan.” 


My heart jumps at the thought, but with so much adrenaline 
coursing through my veins | keep backing away. Marcus tries 
to open the door, but it’s locked. He grabs the sides of the 
gate and begins pulling. Come on not even you can do that. 
One of the hinges pops with a loud ‘cling,’ and | realize he’s 
more than capable and very determined to get to me. The 
stupidity of the situation is that | want him to catch me but 
can’t make it easy for him. Why do I play these games in 
such a serious situation? Before a clear answer can come to 
mind, I’m running away at full speed. 


Marcus is strong, but I’m fast, he’s aware of that. Why would 
he keep pursuing when he knows he can’t catch me? The 
second hinge breaks and the door falls with a metal clang 
before the feral beast. He’s a hunter, and I’ve unwittingly 
made myself his prey, one look back confirms it. Marcus is 
standing on top of the defeated gate, arms pushed out by 


his enormous lats, looking at me with ferocious 
determination. His muscles prepare for the chase, and he 
looks ready to pursue me to the ends of the earth. 


| turn the first corner and explode into a sprint, controlling 
my breathing and weighing my options. | should get to my 
apartment and use my car to flee, but | have to lose Marcus 
first. It’s not going to be easy, considering his insane 
conditioning. Still, l'm no slouch in that department either. | 
get butterflies in my stomach, combined with the fear that a 
small animal must feel when running for its life. 


Marcus turns the corner holding the fence and loses almost 
no speed. His movements are minimal and efficient, 
designed for a lengthy chase, he’s thinking ahead, I’m 
impressed and terrified at the same time. The man looks like 
a fit tank, hellbent on speed. | turn at the nearby park and 
take the stone path. This way is longer, but there are no 
obstacles. Marcus cuts through the grass and jumps over the 
bushes, scaring the crap out of some local wildlife. He gets 
closer, and the hairs on my neck stand up. My mind panics a 
bit, but | see a man-made forest behind a small clearing. 
Maybe | can lose him in there. 


The forest is large and gets denser as | go in deeper. Marcus 
isn’t behind me anymore, but | doubt he’s given up. Oh crap, 
he’s literally hunting me now. | stop and listen for sounds 
that can give away his position. The woods are alive and 
brimming with sound, hiding the beast’s movements. He’s 
here, watching me, waiting. Which way do I go? I’m frozen in 
place, bound to be caught and devoured at this pace. 


A phone rings behind me, he must be there. | dash off in the 
opposite direction, looking back. Marcus doesn’t come out of 
the bushes. Why? This is his best chance of getting me. | hit 
a wall made of flesh, and two big hands catch me before | 


can hit the ground. The sudden stop doesn't hurt, but it 
rattles me, so | need a second to realize what’s going on. 


Marcus’s sweaty smell, combined with his haute-couture 
cologne | remember from Heavens Peak, fills my nostrils. 
He’s breathing hard but smiles. How is he here when his 
phone rang from...aaaahhh, it was a trap. Marcus set his 
alarm to ring and left it in the bushes while he snuck over to 
the other side of me, confident that I’d run as soon as | heard 
the sound, and land right in his arms. Well played. 


Marcus holds me gently, but his grip can turn to ironina 
second. He’s got me. The predator caught his prey, and 
there’s only one thing left to do, the killing bite. | accept my 
fate and smile weakly, disappointed by my unsatisfactory 
performance. How could he catch me so easily? He knew 
what he wanted and went for it with everything he had. I, on 
the other hand, kept uncertainty as my guide, and it sapped 
my power. | wanted him to capture me and tame this 
horrible feeling that | kept running with, instead of away 
from. 


Marcus has won, thank God. | was determined to leave him 
and Art behind without a second look, and | hated every 
moment that thought controlled my actions when panic took 
over. He was the voice of reason this time. | pity the fool who 
pisses Marcus off. He can get so intense that it leads others 
to lose their composure and make mistakes. | Know that for a 
fact. | want to apologize and beg for forgiveness, but 
nothing except whimpers come out of my mouth, followed 
by tears. 


Marcus raises my chin with his hand and kisses me with a 
gentleness that | didn’t know he was capable of. | get 
goosebumps, and the floor seems to disappear, are we 
floating? He isn’t mad or aggressive, he’s protective and 


willing to take on anything I throw at him. Marcus saved me 
from myself. | return the kiss with all the gratefulness that | 
can muster, and he accepts it, turning our make-up moment 
into a makeout session on the forest floor. 


We linger there, and he reminds me again why | care about 
him. It’s funny that this relationship soothes my soul, and 
yet | can forget about it so easily. Sometimes, | don’t get 
myself because | let go of what makes me feel at ease. | 
want Marcus. | want to take him right now and make love to 
him on these leaves until his body learns that | am the only 
one he needs. 


What was | doing until now, holding on to ideas | picked up a 
while back and accepted as truth without thinking them 
through. I’ve had enough of that. This man is here for and 
with me. | will respect his choice and do my best to make 
this relationship work. 


We get up, covered in dirt and happy. Marcus cleans some 
debris out of my hair, taking the chance to run his fingers 
through my locks and visibly enjoying every second of it. | 
tear up watching him care so much. “What do we do now?” | 
ask, and he smiles like we’re on a leisurely walk in the forest. 


“We go on a date, troublemaker.” He answers matter of 
factly. 


“What?” A date? How can he think about something like that 
at this moment? He must be out of his mind, but Marcus 
reads my thoughts. 


“I’m not crazy. There’s a point to all of this...a couple of 
points, to be more accurate. I’ve wanted this since | first laid 
my eyes on you Isabel, my feelings are real and get 
confirmed, reinforced, and strengthened every time | see 


you. While | wasn’t sure before, now | know you have 
feelings for me as well. Let’s stop pretending that we don’t 
care about each other.” He says calmly, punctuating every 
word he finds important. 


That’s a good point. “Yes, you're right, and | fully agree. 
What was the other reason you wanted to take me out?” | 
ask, feeling a great burden drop from my soul. | love how 
easily he takes my worries away and makes them seem 
trivial. 


“| want the truth from you, the whole truth and nothing 
but...the truth. If we’re going to make this work, there can be 
no important secrets between us. Isabel, | already told you 
that | accept all that you are and mean that. That includes 
your enigmatic reason for going to Art’s house. You knew 
this had to happen eventually, so let’s get it out of the way 
and move on with our lives.” He tells me without being 
forceful. Marcus expects the truth out of everybody, 
especially those he holds dear. Now I’m one of these people, 
and | believe that no matter what, he will go above and 
beyond to protect me. 


“I trust you, don’t betray that. | know that my behavior gives 
you plenty of reasons to be suspicious, but right now, | need 
you. Please be there for me.” | ask without any right, but if 
he wants to be with me, there are some points where he'll 
have to compromise. Marcus’s chest inflates, and my asking 
for help seems to fuel his being. He looks calm, focused, and 


happy. 


“Is that a yes to my invitation?” He asks. 


a Yes.” 


“Then you have me. I’m all yours and all my power is at your 
disposal, troublemaker.” Marcus laughs, and | can’t tell if 
he’s a good person or an idiot for trusting me blindly. | geta 


sense of pride and feel a touch possessive of him. This man 
is mine. 


CHAPTER 15 


Marcus 


Isabel finally calmed down and said yes to my invitation. 
Knowing this puts my worries at rest and hands me control 
of my mental and physical abilities. | am fully in charge of 
myself and love it. We go to Isabel’s apartment, and she 
cleans up while | jog to my house and do the same. | take 
out my best suit, and head back to her place. She’s still 
there, she had a chance to slip away while | was gone, but 
despite that, | left her alone. This is what trust means after 
all. Isabel comes out in a sexy set of jeans and a trendy 
sweater. 


| call a cab, and we head to the store of a friend of mine, 
Danny, that deals in clothes, shoes, makeup, and other 
goodies, the stuff of dreams for women. He’s got a back 
room full of expensive articles for those with a little bit more 
cash in their pockets, and I’ve got access. Isabel looks 
unsure when she sees we enter the store, head to the back, 
and up the service stairs to the upper floor. We go behind a 
fancy-looking door, and her eyes go wide with delight, as 
rows of evenly-spaced high-end racks carry dresses and 
items that tickle her girly senses and makes my wallet 
tremble in fear. 


She looks at me, and | encourage her to pick whatever she 
likes. Isabel disappears through the racks, and | greet 
Danny, we chat a bit while Isabel pops up in different 
locations of the store, showing me many stylish dresses. | 
have to admit, she does have taste. | tell her she can have 
all of them. Isabel hesitates at first but finally takes me up 


on the offer, and we leave with two store employees that 
help us carry the dresses to the cab. 


“So, how’s the date so far?” | ask. 
“Wonderful.” she responds. 


“How about you pick one dress out, put it on, and then we 
can go have a nice meal.” 


“Really? Hmm, which one should | wear? If only | knew where 
you're taking me, it would make this much easier.” She tells 
me with excitement in her voice. 


“Ok. We'll go to Taka’s, a restaurant owned by a buddy of 
mine. It’s Japanese and stylish, | guess. | like the food. Taka 
says it’s fusion cooking, whatever that means. 


“Japanese...stylish. | understand. This might take a while.” 
She announces. 


We get to her place and haul the clothes inside. She tells me 
to take a seat on the couch, and I’m happy to because Isabel 
wants to try out dresses in front of me. I’ve always heard 
about this thing happening to couples but have never 
gotten the chance to experience it myself. She emerges from 
her room a few minutes later, fiddling with her hair, and | 
nearly fall off the couch. 


Isabel is wearing a mini dress with the back part going just 
under her knees, and the front exposing a bit of thigh while 
remaining classy, her shoulders are free, and the sleeves 
only run from the bottom part of her shoulder to halfway 
down her biceps. | think the color of the dress burgundy, it’s 
dark red. In any case, she looks stunning, so much so, that 
honest to God, | cannot take my eyes off her. | thought she 


was cute and beautiful before, but the woman standing 
before me, concerned with putting a pin in her hair is more 
than | could have ever imagined. Her beauty feels like it’s 
too much, and behind it all is the woman | kissed 
passionately on a pile of leaves not two hours ago. 


“How do | look?” She asks, putting her hands on her hips 
and leaning to the side. 


“Words don’t do you justice, Isabel.” | answer, mouth agape. 


“Fine, l'Il look for a dress that you can describe as good or 
bad.” She sasses and wants to go back in her room. | catch 
her hand and pull her close. 


“What | meant was that you look breathtaking. My stupid 
male brain has trouble quantifying your beauty, and that is 
why my words fail. | am more than impressed with your 
ability to become even more beautiful than | thought 
possible. | feel underdressed next to you, troublemaker. | 
guess now | should call you Lady troublemaker.” | answer 
honestly. 


She blushes and swings her torso left and right for a bit, 
touching her dress and looking pleased. “Well, if you like it 
so much, I guess l'Il keep this one for tonight. | have to do 
my hair, ten more minutes.” She announces and rushes into 
the bathroom where a whirlwind of machines start doing 
their jobs and putting every lock of hair in the perfect 
position. 


Forty-five minutes later, she’s ready. Isabel emerges from the 
bathroom, and her look is complete. She’s not 
unrecognizable, but her hair is folded up in a high bun, with 
two black locks falling behind her ears and encasing her 
face, that has tastefully applied make-up on, which gives her 


that mature, elegant, and sharp look. Her earrings 
compliment her in a subtle but powerful way. I’ve never 
noticed these things on other women before. My brain and 
balls are ready to explode. | can only extend my hands, 
buying me time to think of something fitting to say. 


“Stupid male brain, | know.” She helps me out, and | calm 
down immediately. 


“Isabel, you’re too much. The elegance and freshness that 
you bring to the table is something a simple man like me 
rarely has the chance to come in contact with. God, you're 
so beautiful!” | exclaim, almost in pain at the sight of her. 
She makes my chest hurt in a good way. 


“You clean up nicely yourself, mister.” Isabel says and 
checks me out from head to toe. | like that and stand up 
straight. Her eyes linger on me longer than | thought and | 
thank Art in my mind for suggesting to buy new threads. 


“Are you ready?” | ask. 
“Yes, let’s go.” 


The cab driver that | paid to wait outside is fast asleep. | 
open the door for Isabel, and he wakes up with a little jolt, 
doing his best to look professional. We get to the restaurant 
and Taka welcomes us. He guides us to our table in the 
corner, overlooking the restaurant. We sit side by side. 
Isabel is fascinated by the place, and it makes me happy. 


Taka finds a kindred spirit, and the two engage ina 
conversation about the importance of condiments in food. 
They agree on the dishes for tonight, and he leaves. A waiter 
comes by, bringing us sake on the house, we graciously 
accept and then we're left alone. 


| look at Isabel and see her spinning the glass, thinking, no 
doubt about how to open up the difficult subject she’s 
avoided all this time. She looks at me with a contemplative 
expression and sinks back in thought, unable to say 
anything. | decide to start the conversation with another 
subject and then ease into the heavy stuff. 


“Isabel, | have to say, you look ravishing tonight.” | smile, 
and she lowers her head with poise, closing her eyes and 
giving off the air of a true lady. She has so many sides that | 
want to explore, and yet, manages to be true in each self- 
iteration. | sense her soul, and it causes a reaction in mine, 
making me want to be by her side, closer each time, until we 
are one. 


“Thank you, Marcus. You look good too, you’re so handsome 
that I’m afraid | might stain my skirt.” She surprises me, and 
her face matches her dress. | wasn’t expecting that. “We 
agreed on telling nothing but the truth to each other, right?” 
She says. 


“Ahem, yea. In that case, I’ve been suppressing a massive 
erection ever since we left your apartment. | can’t believe 
how much you turn me on right now. | would help you stain 
that dress if Taka and the other guests weren’t around.” | 
reveal as well, and she chuckles under her breath. 


“You can’t touch my wonderful attire. It’s so beautiful.” She 
responds, looking away, trying to act casual. 


“How about what’s underneath?” | ask, and put my hand on 
her knee. Isabel begins to breathe rapidly. She’s intrigued by 
the idea but doesn’t know how to react. | understand her 
conflict, but my urge is more powerful and drives my hand 
further up her thigh. She bites her lower lip and pulls the 


tablecloth over her lower body. My hand feels the warmth 
between her legs and itches to reach it. | feel a thin line of 
fabric running vertically across her legs, is that a garter 
belt? | pull Isabel’s skirt away, and she lets me look, black 
lace graces my eyes setting fire to my imagination before 
she hides it again, smiling, leaning in, and whispering. 
“That’s for dessert.” 


My dick hears the promise in her words and stands up, eager 
to participate. Isabel’s hand comes over and touches the 
aroused organ, making my abdomen muscles involuntary 
contraction. | return the favor, and she jumps a bit but can’t 
express too much, since there are others in the restaurant. 


Taka returns with the appetizer: Bacon and Scrambled Egg 
Onigiri. He sets it on the table and wants to discuss some 
more with Isabel. Her hand is long gone from my crotch, but 
| keep mine on hers. The table’s high and hides my forearm, 
making Taka oblivious to the fact that I’m fingering Isabel. 
He goes on about fusion cooking and how this particular 
onigiri is made, Isabel is trying her best to look calm, but | 
can see the cracks in her elegance. Despite being 
embarrassed, she doesn’t attempt to take my hand away. 
She’s naturally kinky, oh man this is going to be fun. 


The Taka leaves, and she gives me a scolding look. “Why did 
you do that? Taka almost saw you.” she reprimands me. 
Hmm, maybe she’s not as perverted as | thought. Isabel 
didn’t remove my hand for fear that our friendly restaurant 
owner might see. That’s alright, | like her shyness as well. 


“I'm sorry. | was...curious how you would react, | guess.” | 
answer, lifting my hands in a gesture of submission. 


“I'll tell you how | felt. | almost finished while being forced to 
look at Taka.” She answers, and a hint of jealousy crosses my 


awareness. | don’t like that very much. She sees my reaction 
and smiles mischievously. “I was joking, serves you right. 
You should see your face.” She reveals and laughs, paying 
me back in spades for what | did to her. | might be falling for 
this woman. 


We tease each other some more, and the doorbell rings 
telling the staff that new customers have arrived. I’m not 
interested until | hear a familiar voice. Craig Collins, 
nowadays known as “Mad Dog”, the current leader of The 
Hoodlums, the one Art and | chose before we left. He’s not 
alone, three others accompany him. | don’t recognize them 
they must be new. Craig shouts “Taka, where the fuck are 
you? I’m thirsty!” 


Isabel hears it as well and grabs my arm. | feel it, but my 
attention is on that asshole who just came in and seems 
determined to ruin the night for everybody. | want to stand 
up, but Isabel’s arm holds me down. “What are you doing? 
Stay put.” She orders, and | listen. Craig sits at a far table, 
and Taka brings him booze. He’s loud, how very interesting. 
When we were running the gang, Craig was quiet as a 
mouse. Being the leader certainly opened his airways 
because he uses them at full blast for every word. If only 
Isabel weren’t here, he’d be outside, choking on dirt. 


| try to get back our date and ignore him, but the fucking 
asshole keeps making bad jokes and laughing loudly at 
them. Taka goes over and tries to talk some sense into him, 
but Craig pushes him away. “Get the fuck out of here. Do 
you know who! am?” He spits out, insulting the owner. 
“Answer me. Do... you... understand... English... 
motherfucker?” 


“I do. I’ve been living here for fifteen years.” Taka answers. 
He feels powerless, and my adrenaline is rising. The hair on 


my arms and neck stands up with rage and a drive to squash 
that Craig cockroach overcomes me. So that’s how he runs 
things. 


Isabel can feel how tense | am. “Marcus, this isn’t your 
problem. Don’t get involved. They look dangerous.” She 
pleads with the sweetest eyes and my resolve to attack 
weakens in her presence. 


“Taka is my friend. How can | let that prick treat him like 
nothing?” | ask Isabel, and she lowers her gaze, unable to 
answer but still holding my arm firmly. 


Craig is up and pushes Taka some more. “You think you can 
order me around because you own the place? Do you want 
me to burn it down? Haa? Or do you want to act like a good 
little waiter and bring me my fucking liquor?” He asks. 
Taka’s back is to the wall now, and out of desperation, he 
looks at me, pleading for help. I’m torn but remain seated. 
Craig follows Taka’s eyes and sees me, his face freezes for a 
second. He lets the restaurant owner go and signals his 
cronies that they're leaving. Without another word, they exit 
the place. 


Taka looks at me and nods in gratitude. | haven’t done a 
thing. Isabel tugs at my arm and hugs me when | turn. 
“Thank you for not getting involved. | know it was hard for 
you. Thank you for being a good man.” She says and | have 
no idea what she’s talking about. 


| grab her shoulders and make sure she listens to me. 
“Isabel, | was a part of that gang. Art and | used to run ita 
long time ago.” 


She pulls away, and it hurts seeing her fear me. | continue 
“We left that life behind us. Even when we were still a part of 


it, we didn’t act like that. Craig...is the one we left in charge 
when Art and | decided to leave. That’s why | felt like | had 
to do something. In a way, he’s my responsibility. I’m sorry 
you had to find out about my past like this. | wasn’t hiding it 
or anything, but it’s not exactly small talk material.” | say, 
hoping that she listens with an open mind. 


“Why did you leave the gang?” She asks. 


“| joined them with a clear purpose in mind. | had to make 
money so that my mother could live. When my purpose 
died, | had no reason to be there anymore.” | Summarize as 
best as | can. 


Isabel seems surprised by my answer. She wants to ask more 
but stops and thinks. “Why did Art leave the gang?” She 
asks with a burning interest. 


“Art left because | made him do it. He was killing himself, 
drowning his pain in things that were going to end him 
eventually.” 


“Why was he suffering?” She inquires and her eyes are 
locked on me. 


“Art lost somebody a long time ago. He had a woman whom 
he loved very much. She left him suddenly one day, and he 
never found her. His heart broke, and after a while, he 
couldn’t take it anymore. He resorted to drugs and alcohol to 
keep his mind off of it, the booze and whatever else he took 
almost killed him. | couldn’t let him do that to himself; we 
had no real reason to stay in the gang anymore, so | 
convinced him to leave with me. The two of us turned over a 
new leaf, worked hard, and became who we are today. We 
left everything behind and helped each other become better 
men. Please believe me, Isabel.” 


She’s crying. The perfect makeup gets a little more ruined 
with every tear that falls from her eyes. | let her cry and wait 
for judgment. It wouldn’t be the first time when the past 
comes back and bites my ass. Even if that’s the case, | made 
a promise to Isabel. We tell the truth, so that’s what | did. 
She takes a napkin and pats her eyes. | can swear there’s a 
smile on her face. What is she thinking? 


Isabel looks at me and mumbles between sighs. “l 
understand. Thank you for sharing. You have no idea how 
much that means to me.” She says and hugs me for a long 
time. | take her in my arms and hold this little bundle of 
conflicting emotions, wanting to be there for her, grateful 
that she accepts me. “Can we go home?” She asks. | agree 
although I don’t Know which home she’s referring to. We pay 
our bill for the food we didn’t get to eat, and exit the 
restaurant. 


CHAPTER 16 


Isabel 


Before Marcus can call a cab, a single light from a bike turns 
on and blinds us, three more lights follow. | cover my eyes, 
and Marcus pulls me behind him. “Well, well, well, the great 
Marcus ‘The Beast’ Wilson in the flesh. Take a good long look 
boys, a legend stands before us.” Craig snarls from behind 
the light. The others laugh and emerge from the darkness. 
Marcus sends me back inside, but | can’t leave him alone. 


“I'm staying. You’re going to do something stupid 
otherwise.” | say. 


He groans but agrees. “Fine. What if they attack us?” He 
asks. 


“You can’t let it get that far. Even if they try to hurt you, you 
can’t hit them back. l'Il call the police.” | propose. 


“They won’t let you. Don’t touch your phone, that will only 
make you a target.” He tells me. 


Craig and three mean-looking men approach. They seem 
ready for a fight. Marcus is waiting but looks conflicted now 
that he can’t use his power. | want him to understand that 
there’s another way to solve problems. The bikers scare me, 
but now that I’ve taken ‘The Beast’s’ power away, it’s my 
turn to protect him. | walk up front, and all the males look at 
me, confused. We're in a four men one woman stalemate, 
nobody moves. | take the lead. 


“What is this all about?” | ask in a serious voice. 


“You'll find out soon enough, sweetie.” Says one of the three 
men, licking his lips. He’s got a case of receding hairline. | 
can’t let him talk to me like that. 


“Shut it, baldie. | wasn’t talking to you.” His eyes pop, and 
he stands there, speechless. His colleagues try not to laugh. 
| use the momentum. “I was asking you, Craig. What was 
that back inside the restaurant? Were you trying to show 
off? Do you really think that was the best way to impress 
people?” He stares at me, and | realize he’s intellectually 
challenged. 


“What? How do you know my name?” He’s looking at me, 
obviously not used to being opposed by a woman. 


“What I’m trying to say, Craig is that you messed up. What 
do we do when we make a mistake?” 


He’s looking around, not knowing what to say, expecting me 
to give him the answer. | oblige “We apologize, Craig. You'll 
come with me back inside, we'll go to Taka, and you will say 
the following words. | am sorry. Do you understand?” 


Craig does not understand. The whole concept is foreign to 
him. He begins saying. “Who the fu...” but stops. He’s 
looking behind me at the burning behemoth emitting 
murderous intent. | can see it crushing the will of these 
weak-minded men. Craig is petrified, and his anger is 
swallowed in the waves of sudden death that burst from the 
former ‘Beast.’ 


“What do you say, Craig? Last chance.” | pressure him. 


“Fuck you, bitch.” He screams and wants to hit me with the 
brass knuckles on his right hand. Before his fist makes 
contact, my body is pulled backward, and the thug misses, 
losing his balance. Marcus is in battle mode, he squeezes my 
shoulders, letting me know that this is his fight now. | barely 
have time to register what’s happening before Craig’s body 
is sent flying backward by a thundering front kick, hitting 
the balding guy and making the two men fall to the ground. 


Marcus goes wide and low, winding up like a spring. The two 
standing men charge at him, one with a baseball bat, and 
the other with a tire iron, but he dashes forward in an 
instant, staying low under the amateur swing of the baseball 
bat-wielding jerk. Marcus extends his arm and clutches the 
guy’s face. He uses the momentum to push him up and 
backward, causing the man’s feet to come off the ground, 
and takes another step, smashing him into the concrete of 
the parking lot with terrible force. | instantly think the thug 
is dead, but he wriggles around on the ground in pain. 


Marcus keeps low looking wild in his movements and 
expression. The other biker can’t reach him with the downed 
thug in the way, was this planned? Marcus created a 
situation where he didn’t have to fight two armed men at 
the same time, good thinking. He knows what he’s doing 
while his opponents look like disorganized beginners. 


Craig and the third thug are getting up, but Marcus is 
already behind them, putting a new obstacle between him 
and tire iron guy. Before the two can react, Marcus grabs 
their heads and bashes them together, causing the 
unfortunate duo to tumble to the ground a second time. The 
last remaining goon runs around and wants to hit my 
protector from the side, he swings and hits the arm Marcus is 
guarding with, while the other delivers a powerful blow to 


the thug’s chin, causing the man to fall unconscious like a 
doll on a string whose wires have been cut. 


Marcus goes to Craig and kicks the groggy balding thug 
near him in the head, knocking him unconscious. “Wait, 
wait, wait, let’s be cool now.” Craig pleads, but a massive 
hand plucks him from the ground and pulls him to his feet. 
Marcus speaks one word in cadence with one mighty slap 
applied to The Hoodlums leader’s face. “You... made... me... 
break... my... promise... to... Isabel!” He roars, whacking the 
man eight times. Craig can’t tell up from down anymore. “| 
tried so hard to hold back, but you had to go for her, you 
insignificant piece of shit.” He is fuming, ready to apply 
some more punishment. | have to stop him. 


| approach the scene and try to control my shaky legs. 
Everything happened so fast that | could only stand there 
and watch, fearing for my safety. Marcus immediately drew 
their attention to him and acted with precise determination. 
In a way, it was fascinating to watch, like a spontaneous 
dance happening before me. It lead me to wonder how much 
he’s fought in his life to get to this level of combat expertise. 
Every one of his moves had a purpose behind it, and he 
used tactics to keep himself safe and a few moves ahead of 
his opponents. He wasn’t thinking, his body has done it so 
many times that he instinctively chooses the best option 
from his repertoire. The fight wasn’t flashy but quick and 
brutal. 


“Marcus, stop.” | voice with authority. He snaps out of beast 
mode instantly and stands by, holding Craig like a sack of 
potatoes. “That’s enough. They got what they deserved. Let 
him go.” Marcus complies, drops the disoriented leader and 
comes to my side. | walk to Craig and inspect his wounds. 
Besides a swollen forehead from the head bump he received 
earlier and burning red cheeks, he seems fine. 


“Ok, Craig, let’s continue our conversation. Do you 
remember what | told you earlier?” The question is 
rhetorical. | doubt he remembers his name at the moment, 
so | refresh his memory. “| told you to go apologize to Taka, 
remember? All this could have been avoided if you had 
listened and not insulted me in front of my boyfriend.” Oh 
no, | accidentally called him my boyfriend. Marcus’s eyes are 
fully open, and he smiles like a kid on Christmas, anybody 
who saw him now wouldn’t be able to imagine he went 
batshit crazy on four men not a minute ago. | feel my 
heartstrings tugged by the word as well and decide to leave 
the situation as it is. 


| turn my attention back to Craig. He must dread Marcus by 
now, and | know he left the restaurant because he saw him 
there. His buddies probably called him out on it, and he 
decided to attack us with numbers, but the fear got him in 
the end. | know, because I’ve experienced it too. 


“It’s three little words, and you're free. Come on. I'll go in 
there with you.” | say and put a hand on his back, helping 
Craig to his feet. He obeys and stumbles the rest of the way 
by himself. Marcus follows us with his eyes, silently 
promising the most gruesome of punishments should a hair 
on my head be harmed. We go in, and | call Taka. He comes 
and looks very unsettled by Craig’s presence and 
appearance. 


“Go on, tell him.” | urge Craig. He turns around, and Marcus 
is outside, towering over the glass door, his head turned 
sideways, with a crazy look in his eye. 


“Shit,” Craig whispers, “Taka, I’m sorry.” He mutters, turns 
around, and leaves. 


The restaurant owner stands there, dazed. | chuckle at his 
expression, say my goodbyes and leave. Marcus is outside, 
watching the four men slowly and awkwardly stand on their 
shaky feet, get on their bikes, and leave. 


“Isabel, do you know how dangerous that was for you?” He 
asks, trying to determine my understanding of the situation. 


| hug the big bad ‘Beast’ and breathe his masculinity in, 
reveling in how much he cares. “I knew you wouldn't let 
anything happen to me, that’s why | dared to go through 
with it. They got what they deserved. In any case, you were 
there to protect me, you big, fuzzy-wuzzy bear, you.” | say 
and jiggle his chest while rubbing my cheek against it. 


“Isabel, I’m sorry | couldn’t hold my promise. There are men 
in this world that only understand violence. | held back as 
long as | could.” He says, genuinely troubled. How can a 
man be a monster and a fluffy teddy bear at the same time? 
| hug him tightly and bury my face in his chest. 


“Don’t worry about it. | was naive to think that all problems 
can be solved with reason. This won’t stop me from trying in 
the future, though. Now I have you to help me, fuzzy bear.” | 
say in a voice muffled by speaking into his shirt. 


Marcus is stunned by the way | interpret reality and breaks 
out in laughter. He hugs me with more force than | expect 
and restricts my breathing for a second. “You need a pair to 
pull off something like that, l'Il admit it.” He reveals between 
bouts of laughter. 


“Yes, | had yours this time. Now call us a cab.” | respond. 


Marcus laughs, does what | asked him and then wants to 
know. “You said we should go home. What did you mean by 


that?” 


“It was just an expression but now that we’re on the 
subject...how about your place?” | propose, curious what 
‘The Beast’s’ lair looks like. No doubt it’s an overly- 
masculine, kind of man cave. | revel in the thought of him 
hastily cleaning up when we get there. He smiles and 
agrees. Hmm, not the reaction | expected, maybe he’s 
playing it cool. 


The cab comes and makes a five minute trip to a neat 
neighborhood. We slow down near a quaint little house with 
a picket fence and plaster gnomes happily waving at us. Ok, 
this is... different. The cab stops at the next house. Oh, my 
God. This is...woooow. 


The house is a beautiful modern reimagining of the 
traditional American home, with added hubs that give the 
place surprising elegance. Light grey, almost white stone 
and large windows are the main points that pop visually. | 
can see inside, the wooden stairs and inserts compliment 
the home with warmth and effortless refinement. “This is 
incredible.” | say to Marcus and exit the car, transfixed on 
the building and surrounding garden. We take the small 
walkway that runs parallel with the driveway and lights 
blended in the stone pavement flicker to life as soon as we 
approach, showing us the path and radiating warm light into 
my surprised eyes. 


Who would have thought? I’m blown away and have trouble 
saying anything, because everywhere | look, there’s a detail 
that draws me in. We reach the front door, protected from 
the elements by a roof extending from the wall, stabilized at 
the end by two pillars dressed in the same beautiful stone. 
Marcus turns the key and enters, holding the door open and 


welcoming me in the house that lights up as soon as we 
enter. 

The hallway is large and has four openings, each revealing a 
tantalizing bit from the rooms it leads to. | want to go 
exploring right now, but my manners tell me to stop. Marcus 
hangs his coat and tells me to lose the shoes. He must not 
want any dirt in his house because it looks spotless, a 
million miles away from what I imagined. “Sure, no 
problem.” | answer. He watches me as | take my high heels 
off and stack them neatly on the rack, taking care to put 
them even with the rest of his shoes. He laughs. 


“You're way too polite, troublemaker. | want you to feel 
comfortable, that’s why I asked you to take the heels off. 
Come to the kitchen we'll grab a bottle of wine or whatever 
you want to drink and then get comfortable.” | follow him 
and walk through the living room, trying not to gawk. One of 
the walls is made of large windows, with a perfect view of his 
backyard, that is a meadow. An actual meadow. Who has 
that? There’s a big grey couch facing a stone wall that has a 
built-in fireplace. We pass by, and | notice a million other 
details that | want to take my time studying. 


We get to the open kitchen, and he invites me to sit on one 
of the metal bar stools that line the outside of the counter. | 
can’t get over the minimalist style employed throughout this 
house that gives me a feeling of spaciousness despite the 
place being equipped with everything it needs. “Marcus, 
your home is beautiful.” | exclaim, and he turns from the 
man-sized refrigerator. 


“Thank you, Isabel. Art says it’s too fancy for me, but | like it. 
| created a home where | could be happy but modernized it a 
bit. I’m glad it suits your taste.” He replies candidly and 
takes out a bottle of wine. He signals me to grab two glasses 
from the hanging rack above my head and goes outside, on 


his back terrace. | want to stay inside and look around some 
more, but | have no doubt the exterior pieces are 
spectacular as well. We walk on an elevated platform, plated 
with matte grey marble and three constructions, a stone 
patio in the middle, a sunken round fireplace with an inbuilt 
couch on one side and a grill on the other. Everything is 
covered in the stone that | noticed outside, this must have 
cost a fortune. We head to the patio and rest on the 
ridiculously comfortable seats lined with memory foam that 
stretch almost the entire length of the hexagonal structure, 
leaving room for two exits. 


“Yea, | like this place too.” Marcus says when he sees how 
fascinated | am by the quality of the materials. 


We lay back and observe the dimly lit meadow before us. He 
pours me a drink, and | suddenly can’t take my eyes off of 
him. This man is a mystery and finds ways to surprise me 
and turn my negative opinions on their head without being 
pretentious. Marcus is a good, honest man, through and 
through. He keeps to his word and his values, he’s loyal toa 
fault and has accepted me without knowing everything 
about my past and identity. At one point, | thought he was 
stupid for trusting me, but he was following his instincts. It’s 
time to reward his efforts. 


“Marcus, listen to me carefully.” He stops pouring wine in his 
glass, frees his hands, and gives me his undivided attention. 
| love it when he does that. 


“| will tell you everything. Who | am, why I came here, what 
I’m after.” He wants to smile but purses his lips and kills the 
impulse. | feel the need to run away again and decide to 
hurry and expose everything before | lose my nerve and 
trigger another chase sequence. 


“I'm listening.” He tells me. 


“Ok, here goes.” | take a deep breath. “ Arthur Hayes is my 
father.” | begin with the most important piece of information 
| was hiding. 


Marcus needs a second to process the reveal. He closes his 
eyes and tilts his head left and right, not Knowing how to 
bite into it. It sinks in, and he looks at me baffled. | can see 
him a hundred questions running through his mind. 


“My mother’s name is Amanda Jenkins. She used to date 
Arthur a long time ago. One day, mom found out she was 
pregnant with me. At the time, Arthur wasn’t the silly, funny 
man | met, but a violent thug that loved the rough lifestyle. 
Mom accepted his rough lifestyle because it was just her, 
but her pregnancy changed all that. If she told him, Arthur 
would force her to raise me in a violence-stricken 
environment, she couldn’t do that, and at the time, she 
believed that Art would remain a thug for the rest of his life. 
This made her decide to tell Arthur nothing about me and to 
run away to California. Are you with me so far?” | ask. 


“Yes, go on, please.” Marcus responds, taking in every word | 
say and trying to make sense of it. 


“So she ran to Cali, and | was born there. As | grew up and 
saw other kids dads, | wanted to know where mine was. She 
told me he had died in a car crash, before | was born. | grew 
up and went to college. | finished this year and went back 
home until | could find a suitable job and start my own life. | 
had a lot of free time, so | started to clean our house when 
mom was at work. One day | found a stack of unsent letters, 
maybe a hundred or so. | looked at them, and they all had 
the same recipient address and name written on them 
Columbia Falls, Arthur Hayes. My family name is Jenkins, so | 


didn’t think much of it at first, but | opened one out of 
curiosity. In it, my mom wrote to Art telling him how sorry 
she was for running away. | got curious and opened more 
until | learned the whole truth. Amanda, my mom, had 
written all these letters but never sent one out of fear that 
Art would find her and take me away.” | say and take a sip of 
wine, to clear my throat. 


Marcus listens in complete silence, but his mind is in 
overdrive. He’s putting the pieces together and analyzing 
my information with the utmost care. | need a second, this is 
the first time | discuss my origins with anybody beside mom. 
It feels scary, but with each piece of important information | 
reveal, my chest gets lighter, and the constant, dull pressure 
| felt since finding this out begins to subside. 


“| confronted my mom as soon as she got home, and she 
broke down in tears, begging me to forgive her for lying to 
me all these years. We sat down, and she told me 
everything. She felt that the only way to give me a decent 
life was to run. She didn’t think Arthur would make a good 
father, despite that, she loved him and continues to love 
him to this day. My mom never had a boyfriend or lover after 
Art. She dedicated her life to raising me.” | say and begin to 
cry, realizing once again how much pain and sacrifice my 
mom had to go through so that I could have a regular life. 
Marcus comforts me immediately, and | allow myself to 
break down. His shirt gets ruined, but he doesn’t let go. | 
appreciate it and soon feel well enough to continue. 


“| decided to meet my father and see for myself what kind of 
a man he is. The love my mom felt didn’t match with the 
aggressive image she had of him. Mom told me Art was 
never rough with her but violent with everybody else. This 
made no sense in my head, so I came here to see what he 
was like. | found his house and wasn’t sure what to do when 


Maddie came out and asked if | was there for a job. | went 
with it, and you know the rest.” | reveal, holding Marcus’s 
hand. 


Marcus nods and accepts my story. He backs away as if he 
needs more space with all this new information in his head, 
and | get a flash of abandonment in my heart. What if he 
doesn’t want me after finding out who | am? What if he 
thinks I’m after Art’s money? “Marcus, please say 
something.” | plead, unable to bear the distance and his 
silence anymore. 


“What were you planning to do after you met him?” He 
inquires with interest. He hasn’t figured that part out yet. 


“| already told you. | wanted to see if he was a good man. 
Based on that, | would decide whether to reveal the truth to 
him or not. There’s something else, | told my mom what my 
plan was, and when | asked whether she was willing to give 
Art another chance if it turned out that he had changed, she 
blushed. My mom is the toughest woman | know seeing her 
blush for the first time in my life opened my eyes to the love 
she sacrificed for me and to the fact that it was still alive. 
You said Art suffered and almost died because of his broken 
heart. Does he still feel love for my mom?” | want to know. 


“Yes. Art realized his mistakes and went the wrong way at 
first. He met me, and we were a positive influence on each 
other. He tried everything to forget your mother, but nothing 
worked. When you came into our lives, and | told him that 
you were special, he helped me. That supporting our love 
would be his redemption for the one he lost.” He says, 
amazed at the connection. 


| freeze after hearing the word love, and he realizes it too. 
It’s impossible for me to look at him right now so I focus on 


the information he just gave me on Art. So he still loves 
her...even after all these years. | smile and tell Marcus the 
last part of my plan. “In the best case scenario, one where 
Art is a standup guy, | planned to reunite him and my mom. 
They’ve both suffered enough. What do you say, Marcus? 
Does that sound like a good plan, or is it just naive thinking 
on my part again?” | ask, looking for his support. 


He thinks and then responds. “Well, | have to tell you, this 
news crashed like a meteor to my head and it’s going to bea 
while before I can truly assimilate what you told me. | can 
only imagine what it would do to Art, finding out you have 
an adult daughter and the love of your life still wants you 
after all these years. | can’t predict what it will do to him or 
how he'll react. Still, he has to find out, because right now, 
he thinks you either want to kill or rob him.” He finishes, 
leaving me speechless. 


“So that’s why he acted strangely. No, | want to make his life 
much better. Art is a good man, but | was afraid it was all an 
act.” 


“We'll make a plan, troublemaker. We'll do it right, and with 
a little luck, it'll all work out.” He says, making me feel 
better now that I'm no longer carrying this burden alone. 


Marcus smiles like he usually does, and knowing he 
accepted my secrets so easily puts me at ease. | can’t thank 
him enough for the care and respect he's shown me, but | 
intend to show him my appreciation in the way I've denied 
him so far. | want Marcus to take my virginity. This is 
something I've considered for a while, | want him to do it, to 
feel his cock fill me. 


Who am I kidding? | want this as much as he does and 
decided to do it for some time now. The fact that | went and 


bought the black lace garters that rests under my dress 
since last week is proof that my mind was already made up. 
There's one last issue to clear before | let him inside me. 


"Marcus, | have something to tell you." | begin, unsure of 
how to proceed. He notices my hesitation and wonders what 
the hell am I going to drop on him next. "Remember how | 
told you that I'm a virgin?“ | ask, cringing a bit. 


"Yes..." He responds, getting slightly uncomfortable from the 
way | asked the question. 


"Well, that is true and false at the same time." 


Marcus is very confused and angry for some reason. | look 
away, and he explodes. "Stop playing games, woman. Out 
with it." He orders, uncharacteristically coy with me, this 
issue must be close to his heart. I'm flattered and turned on 
by his possessiveness. 


"Physically, I'm not a virgin." | begin, but he explodes. 


"What in the hell is that supposed to mean? | already told 
you not to play around." He exclaims and | can see the veins 
on his neck swelling. How can he take my story in without 
batting an eye, but he lashes out at the uncertainty of my 
virginity? | don’t understand men, they are so weird. Marcus 
gets more wound up, so | continue before he loses it. 


“What I’m trying to say is that my hymen is already broken.” 
| reveal, and his mouth drops open, but no words come out. | 
can’t wait until he finds out more, so | continue. “I trained 
hard to gain flexibility, you’ve seen me do splits. During this 
training, it is possible for the hymen to break because of the 
strain put on the tendons and implicitly, the hymen itself. 
This happened to me a long time ago, but | assure you, I’ve 


never had sex before.” | finish and wait for his reaction. He 

understands what I’m saying and casts his anger aside like 

it’s nothing, and they say women are fickle. Marcus looks at 
me with renewed positivity, takes my chin in his hand, and 

squeezes a little. 


“Troublemaker, the nickname fits you too well. You have a 
way of saying things that makes everything way more 
dramatic than it should be. Stop playing with my heart.” He 
tells me and kisses my forcibly puckered lips. 


What is he talking about? | was going to lay it out in one 
breath if he only let me speak till the end. But | suppose this 
can be overlooked, considering how delicious his lips taste. | 
participate in the kiss, and he begins moving closer, lusting 
for my lace-covered reward. He can go from polite and not 
invading my personal space to a raging sexual beast ina 
second, it’s fascinating, and his erection informs me he’s 
switched gears. 


“| think it’s time | get on top of this situation and take care 
of it.” | announce, standing up and sitting on Marcus’s lap. 
He goes from happy to horny, takes my ass in his hands, and 
pulls my hips toward his. 


“Ahhhh.” He lets out, closing his eyes and enjoying the 
feeling of being so close to my pussy, with the promise of 
getting inside undoubtedly resonating through his head. “I'll 
take my time devouring you, troublemaker. Feel free to 
scream as much as you want.” He says in a deep, sensual 
voice that betrays his strong link to the animal inside. 


Marcus is not in a hurry. He slides his hands up my thighs 
while looking at my body, choosing what to taste first. This 
man is so unapologetically sexual that it almost annoys me, 
if | look at it another way, he’s giving me permission to act 


however | want and take full advantage of the intimate 
moment we're sharing. 


“Alright, fuzzy bear,” | say, “two can play this game.” 


“That’s what I’ve been waiting for, woman.” He tells me 
without a trace of shame, challenging me to let go of the 
illusion of control and give in to my sexual nature. 


It happens before | can react. Marcus has a magnetism that 
draws my hidden vulgarity out and imbues it with luscious 
orgasmic properties that make it the standard in the way | 
act on this man’s lap. | have to fuck him this way, all tame 
possibilities form a wide corridor in my mind, making way for 
the primordial, unabashed, impenitent sense of wanting my 
pussy consumed by this savage. 


| begin moving my hips, and he grabs my ass, squeezing it 
with force. It hurts a bit but sends shivers up my spine. “Is 
that how you want to play it?” | ask. 


“Is there any other way?” He asks, smiling like a devil who’s 
corrupted a pure maiden. 


| swoop down and kiss him with strength, smashing my lips 
against his and biting hard on them. He moans in surprise. 
It’s time Marcus learns that | may be a maiden, but I have a 
succubus waiting in the shadows of my soul, ready to get 
her lips wet with his... vigor. | allow my inner carnal goddess 
to possess my senses and make every bit of my body more 
sensitive. All the hair on my body stands on end, and | can 
register even the tiniest of touches. 


My vulva is pouring nectar on his cock, and | can’t wait to 
get out of these clothes and be covered in nothing but his 
liquid essences. | grab Marcus’s hair and pull backward, 


holding him under my face and reveling in the control and 
orgasmic sensations it provides. | move closer to his lips but 
stop short, denying him the kiss he wants, instead, | look 
him in the eyes and profess my desire. “I want you to fuck 
me until I’m satisfied.” | demand with no regard for courtesy, 
knowing that he’s enjoying this just as much as I am. 


Marcus breathes in strongly and holds me tight. | don’t want 
any gentleness right now, and apparently, neither does he, 
because he stands up with me, turning around and setting 
me down on the couch, making sure my feet touch the floor 
and are far apart from one another. | let his hair go and 
watch him descend slowly toward my blood-engorged 
vagina, as he pulls my skirt up. 


| am fully exposed, and he can clearly see that | put on some 
very suggestive panties, complemented by the garter belt. 
His eyes roam my groin, and it feels like he’s pervertedly 
licking everything he lays eyes on. Marcus bites the side of 
my thigh to assess my level of sensitivity. The girly moan | 
let slip in surprise tells him that I’m ready and impatient. 


He dials down the aggressiveness and begins to lick the 
inside of my hips, tickling me with his beard and following 
up with amorous tongue tricks that | desperately want to 
feel on my pussy. He’s getting there but takes his sweet 
time, probably to pay me back for making him wait this long. 
| look at Marcus, and he is so absorbed in savoring me that 
his situational awareness is all but gone. The teasing gets to 
be a little much, and every woman has a limit, stop beating 
around the bush and lick it. | can’t take it anymore. 


“Eat my pussy already.” | say with a tinge of impatience, 
desperately curious how his mobile tongue feels on my 
special cherry. 


He takes my vivid remark in stride and puts his mouth in 
front of my panties, breathing over them, intoxicating my 
expectations with hot gusts of lewd air that tickle my clitoris 
and beckons it to draw him closer. | involuntarily slide my 
hips forward, touching my velvety lips to his. My loins burst 
into flames as he completes the kiss. God, give me more my 
panties are in the way. | reach down and pull them to the 
side, exposing my pink flower. Marcus stiffens up, he grabs 
under my knees and lifts them, making my pussy pop out 
even more. 


He goes in and makes his tongue wide, pressing it against 
my perineum and licking up, across my labia, over my 
clitoris, and kissing the mound on top with slow, lascivious 
slurps. He repeats the action in reverse then goes back up, 
kisses my clit and moving it from side to side, causing my 
kegel muscles to contract out of control and send floods of 
‘fuck me hard’ thoughts throughout my body, making me 
reach for his head and press it harder against my cunt. 


I’ve restricted his movement, but with my guidance, he 
plays with the parts of me that need it the most and gives 
me the sweet absolution that’s loomed over me ever since 
we started. | move his head up and down, searching for the 
spots that make my knees tremble. In the spirit of discovery, 
| push him further down, and he obeys, splattering my 
perineum with saliva. I’m tempted to make him go even 
lower, but my gray matter is woozy enough from vaginal 
stimulation alone. 


He licks one of his fingers and slides it over my anus, 
intensifying the sensations so much that my eyes roll my 
head. His finger continues up and rotates at the entrance of 
my pussy. Marcus doesn’t listen to my commands anymore 
and gulps my clit, sucking it into his mouth while continuing 
to finger me deeper. 


My back arches and I’m holding on to his head, as my 
consciousness threatens to lose contact with reality. Marcus 
continues and slides two fingers in, looking for my G spot. 
The search is short and fruitful, he grinds his fingers over the 
special place and seals my fate. “I’m gonna cum!” | spout 
out, hanging on to his hair. 


He licks furiously, covering my entire pussy with wide 
tongue strokes, while his fingers rub my insides and make 
me melt. | can feel it, my whole body tenses up, and | moan 
with difficulty as if the sound has trouble exiting my 
contracted esophagus. | almost slouch over Marcus and 
crush his face over my lady parts until it hurts, with no 
chance in hell of letting go. My body demands it, and all | 
can do at this point is let it play out and | shatter. I’m 
cumming and also feel like | have to pee. My head shoots 
backward, and | straighten my back for a moment before 
being forced to crouch again and catch Marcus’s head 
between my thighs in a vice grip. | know he’s feeling the 
pain, but he can take it. | flex my muscles in a whole body 
orgasm that doesn’t want to let go, the thought that I might 
accidentally pee in his mouth at this rate crosses my mind. 


Marcus wants to move, but he'll ruin it if he does. | put a 
hand on his forehead to stop his intended motion, the 
contractions are so strong that they almost hurt. “Oh, God.” | 
moan, and it helps, so | let it out. “Ahh, I’m cumming. Oh 
God, I’m cumming... this feels so goooood. Ahhhhhnnn.” | 
exclaim at the height of it and forget where | am. The feeling 
is all that exists, together with the half-choked man that 
gave it to me. | let the orgasm dissolve into a mellow state 
that grants freedom to my captive and allows him to 
breathe. He comes up, and his beard glistens, framing a 
wide smile. 


Marcus tasted my love elixir, and his addiction is clear by 
the way he licks his lips. The man wants more, and l'Il gladly 
give it to him. The orgasm he provoked in me took the edge 
and remaining fear away, allowing me to relax and think 
about the best ways to make him cum. 


| stand up and walk out of the patio slowly and suggestively 
while freeing my arms from the sleeves of my dress and 
Sliding it down my body until gravity claims it and | am 
wearing nothing but a pair of drenched panties and garter 
belt. Marcus is on one knee, watching me, the smell and 
viscosity of my juices delighting his nostrils and mouth. Like 
a wild beast who’s tasted blood, he means to feast on me 
some more. | push my ass out, cover my breasts in a very 
pure manner, and turn my head around, signaling him to 
follow. 


Marcus rises and pulls on his tie, loosening it. | can clearly 
see his erection going above his belt and wonder how, oh 
how, am I ever going to fit that inside of me. Is it going to 
hurt? Will he stretch my untainted spot with his cock? | 
mean to find out and cum hard while doing so. He 
approaches and wants to unbutton his shirt, but | am in no 
mood to sit through that. As soon as he’s in range, | grab the 
fabric in the middle and rip it apart, sending buttons flying. 
The only casualties are my nipples getting harder at the 
sight of his v shape, fuck, this guy doesn’t have to do 
anything to turn me on except exist. 


He grabs my tits, pushes them together, and runs his tongue 
over them, causing me to make a sound that I’ve never 
heard before. | back away and he follows, the shirt falling 
from his back but before he can discard it | grab his shirt, 
trapping his arms behind him. | lick his nipple and descend 
to the abs, biting each clearly defined section. He wants me 
to notice the exposed tip of his dick and pushes his hips 


forward, sliding his member between my boobs and staining 
my chest with precum. What an impetuous man. 


| stand back up, and he wants to immobilize me, but | evade 
and let Marcus know that freedom of movement is high on 
my list of priorities at the moment. | like his house and 
wanted a private tour ever since | walked in, so | flee inside, 
laughing at his confusion. He catches up in the living room 
and grabs me from behind, pulling my toned ass against his 
cock. | arch my back, reach over with one hand, grab his 
head, and kiss him while grinding my sweet little ass across 
his dick. His grip loosens for a second, and | escape again, 
but he tackles me lightly, and we fall on the couch. 


Marcus clutches my buttocks and sinks his face between it, 
licking indiscriminately. “Ohh, Marcus, you bad, bad man, 
what are you doing to me?” | ask while getting on all fours 
and spreading my legs to give the diligent man room to 
work. He bites my cheek and slides his hungry tongue under 
my panties. | let him for a second then lean forward, but he 
grips one of my legs, pulls me back and gorges again. 


| let my face fall on the couch and use my hands to slide my 
panties off. Marcus greatly appreciates the gesture, judging 
by the satisfied grunt he lets out. Before | can clear my 
thighs, he dives face-first into my pink flower and eats me 
loudly. My hands shake, and | can hear a faint snap, he’s 
ripped my cute panties. | can feel them loosely hanging on 
one leg now, the nerve. | snap up and turn around, but 
before a word can come out, he’s already in my face, 
breathing hard. 


Marcus is turned on like crazy. Maybe I teased him too much, 
but the chase is so delicious, and it ends with clumsy little 
me tripping and accidentally falling on his cock, so he can 
wait a little longer. | want to see more of his house. “Close 


your eyes.” | order, and he does it. Before he can react, I’m 
flying off the couch, enjoying how naked | am. Hmm, the 
kitchen looks interesting, so that’s my next destination. 


| run around the counter, but nobody follows. Where is he? 
“Marcus. Maaarcuuus.” | call from the relative safety of the 
open area, no answer. His absence, although short, is 
unbearable, so | climb on the counter and spread my legs, 
exposing my lustful little flower that burns with desire, and 
wait for him to come, irresistibly drawn to my flame. 


A bite into my neck startles my me, and Marcus appears 
from behind. He spins me around like | weigh nothing and | 
can see he’s fully naked. “So that’s what took you so long.” | 
remark, my gaze fixated on his pulsating cock hovering over 
the counter, eager to slip inside me. 


| slide my butt on the marble until my vagina kisses the 
underside of his dick, sliding its lips across his shaft. We’re 
both struck with intoxicating tactile sensations, and | don’t 
feel like running away anymore. My pussy yearns to cover 
his veiny cock in it’s sweet nectar. | wind my hips up and 
down, my face begging him to fuck me good. Marcus sees 
I’m ready and lets the raw grinding go on a little longer, 
smiling in triumph and adjusting his member over my unruly 
pussy. He feints backing away, but my legs lock around his 
waist. “I’m the only one who gets to play these games.” | 
inform him. 


Marcus comes in for a kiss as he thrusts vigorously over my 
Slick vulva, turning my body into a messy show of 
uncoordinated gasps, moans, and trembling. I’m holding on 
to an out of control monster, bent on destroying my delicate 
parts, and every second of it is bliss. | scream in awe and 
beg him not to stop. He lifts me, and I hold on, dangling over 


the floor, our liquids dripping down and our groins getting 
hotter from the friction. 


He’s moving. Where is he taking me? Marcus is walking and 
treads heavily, ensuring that my pussy slides across his cock 
with every step he takes, it’s crude and effective. | feel like a 
perverted princess, carried by my venereal prince into an 
orgasmic sunset. 


CHAPTER 17 


Marcus 


She’s on my dick, wearing the cutest fuck me face. Isabel 
was ready to do it on the kitchen counter, but this is her first 
time, and she the better. | take her up the stairs and turn left 
into the main bedroom that | prepared in advance. She 
doesn’t know, but after our little chase today, | stopped by 
the flower shop and bought a ton of roses. Once | got home, | 
sprinkled them all over the bedroom. | saw that in a movie 
once and thought it was a good idea, but now I’m not so sure 
either way, it’s done. We enter the bedroom, and she looks 
around, | overdid it with the petals, they’re all over the damn 
place. At least | was smart enough not to put so many on the 
bed. 


Isabel looks around not understanding at first, she turns to 
me and wants to say something, but | cover her mouth with 
a kiss and advance to the soft surface where the hard deed 
is about to happen. | put her down gently, and she shuffles 
to the middle of the bed, spreading her legs open in an 
almost perfect split, and rubbing her clit, exposing 
everything. “Come here.” She orders, and | leap on the bed, 
swooping down and licking her body in one line from pussy 
to her mouth, ending in a lascivious kiss. | look her in the 
eyes and ask. “Are you ready?” 


She breathes shallow and the fear before the moment of 
truth comes down on her strong. | caress Isabel’s face. “IIl 
be gentle.” | tell her. 


“Not for long, | hope.” She sasses at me, scooting closer to 
my throbbing cock. What the hell? | thought she was afraid. 


| place my tip at her slick opening and rub it a little, to ease 
her into it. Isabel plants her feet and swallows my cock. She 
moans and circles her hips. So you want it like that, time to 

lose the whole ‘be gentle with her because it’s her first time’ 
bullshit. This woman is ravenous, and longs for a hard cock. 

Time to show her what being fucked by me feels like. 


I’m halfway in and damn, she’s incredibly tight and wet. 
Isabel goes quiet as she gets used to the sensation, drawing 
air in, while barely letting any of it back out. | slide in and 
out, going deeper every time. Her mouth is open, and her 
hands keep switching positions on my body, as if they have 
a mind of their own. Isabel’s full attention is on her cunt and 
the gifts it bears with every thrust I give her. God, she feels 
so innocent and dirty at the same time it drives me crazy. | 
Slide all the way in, and she goes wild with her head thrown 
back, mouth open all the way, and eyes that hide way up 
under her eyelids. 


| pump her cunt with pleasure and hit her clit with every 
thrust. She pushes me away but angles her pussy just right 
so that | can enter her better. | slide in and hold my dick 
inside, moving my pelvis and stimulating her clit. She 
matches my moves with counters in the opposite direction, 
increasing the friction. 


| take one of Isabel’s tits in my hand an suck on it while 
seesawing my veiny cock inside of her. She revels in the 
attention and guides my mouth to her other breast. | take 
her ass and lift it off the mattress and into my lap, like this, 
my dick goes in at an angle, touching her G spot. She feels it 
immediately and grabs my lower back, urging me to go 
faster and harder. | oblige and rub her insides with force. The 


sight of her small body tensing and moving around makes 
me shoot precum into her untainted pussy, and it feels so 
good. The thought of cumming inside of her circles my 
decision-making center and becomes increasingly 
appealing. 


Isabel has gone well above my expectations as far as being 
open to fucking goes. She’s insatiable, and | love it. I’m 
willing to fuck this woman over every square inch of this 
house if she wants that. | can’t get enough of her, she’s 
mine...she belongs on my cock. I want to imprint my desire 
on her by shooting my cum deep inside her. God, | may do it. 
| already feel my precome leaking from my dick and into her, 
and | don’t want to stop. 


She pushes me on my back, and | let her climb on top. Isabel 
clumsily tries to guide my cock inside her, and | thrust 
impatiently, feeling her asshole tantalizing my tip as it 
opens a bit. She moans in surprise and jumps. Before | can 
apologize, Isabel finds the right hole and slams down on my 
dick, her wet pussy making lewd noises. She fucks me with 
force, learning quickly how to move and get the most out of 
it. Her body trembles with climactic anticipation, and | hold 
her ass, helping the process along. Damn, if she keeps 
moving like that... 


“Isabel, you’re going to make me cum.” | say, Knowing that if 
that happens, | won’t be able to pull out. 


“That’s the point...oh yeah, right there... right there... 
ahhhhhh.” She moans in preorgasmic jolts, unaware of the 
problem. Goddammiit, she feels so good. 


“Isabel, l'II cum inside if you keep going like this.” 


“Is that a threat... or a promise?” She smirks at me and licks 
my neck, thrusting harder. 


She seems to have no problem with it, and by this point, I’m 
dying to pump her full of my cum. With the mental 
impediment out of the way, | hold her ass up and thrust from 
underneath, increasing my speed every few seconds. She 
can’t speak instead she breathes chaotically. Everything 
jiggles on her body as I move in her like a well-oiled piston, 
trying to reach maximum revs. 


| fuck her like I’m possessed and her response is to lubricate 
my thrust stick with more of her love juice. I’m going so fast 
that my lungs work desperately to extract the oxygen from 
the air, the struggle is real but l'Il die before | slow down. 
Isabel’s pussy contracts on my cock, letting me know she’s 
about to climax. | am not far behind. 


She’s not moving anymore, letting me do all the work. Her 
contractions get stronger and clasp my inflamed cock, 
squeezing the last bit of control | have left. It’s too late now. 
I’m cumming. Oh shit. 


My abdominal muscles contract in sync with the pelvic ones 
and pressurize my cum, readying it for deployment. | look 
forward to splattering it inside of this perfect angel. Isabel 
opens her eyes wide as the first burst of my hot cum shoots 
inside her. Her reaction is to squeeze harder, sending my 
babymakers into an ejaculatory frenzy. | can’t believe how 
good it feels. Nothing matters anymore, except making sure 
her orgasm squeezes my balls dry. 


Isabel does not disappoint. She climaxes without moving, 
but inside her, it’s a completely different story. She 
massages my member through her contractions, and | 
respond by cumming so much that it spills out of her. | 


haven't had sex in a long time, and all my stored fuckjuice 
empties inside her. Isabel loves the creampie. The noises she 
makes are out of this world, raw, primal, orgasmic chants 
that mix with my own as we sing of our union. 


Isabel collapses over me, still cumming, causing my dick to 
slip out and shoot white cream over her ass. She looks spent, 
spasming with pleasure. | love the look on her face, and it 
prolongs my orgasm. My dick rests between her cheeks, 
leaking white liquid on her asshole a promise for later, | 
think. 


| hug the beautiful woman that struggles to find her way 
back to reality and allow her time to grasp what just 
happened. She tries to get up but she’s too tired, so | help 
her. Isabel looks down at her pussy and sees what I’ve done. 
She turns and kisses me with all the strength she has left. 
We continue to make out until | get hard again. 


Isabel notices and lets me roll on top of her. This time, we 
make slow sweet love, kissing all the way through. When we 
come up for air, we gaze into each other in the eye, 
establishing an intimate connection that offers both of us 
earth-shattering orgasms. 


We take a break, a shower, and eat something before going 
at it again, and again, and again. | cum inside of her each 
time and can’t imagine doing it differently anymore. She’s 
the perfect sheath to my sword, and together we make one 
complete item. 


Isabel is what’s been missing in my life, I’m sure of that now. 
Beyond the sexual, | have a connection with this woman that 
is indescribably intimate. She is mine, and I’m hers. We 
belong together Isabel completes me, and no thought of the 
future can exist without her in it anymore. 


After going at it | don’t even know how many times, we fall 
asleep naked, and | have no need for anything. I’m holding 
my dream in my arms and she’s sleeping, snoring a bit. The 
fact that she’s not perfect makes me happy, and | let her 
purrs guide me into a much-needed few hours of rest. 


CHAPTER 18 


Marcus 


| wake up to the smell of something delicious and look 
around, confused for a second as to why I’m naked, and why 
the bedroom is full of rose petals. Yesterday night comes 
back to me in an instant and gives me an erection. Jesus, 
this woman is out of her mind. My whole body is covered in 
bite marks, scratches, and hickies, one of my balls hurts 
because she sucked on it so hard... ha, yes she did, the wild 
little minx. We fucked for hours, until we felt like we couldn’t 
anymore, but continued anyway. No doubt she’s sore and 
swollen, just like | am. What a small price to pay for an 
amazing night. 

All the doubt in my mind regarding my feelings for Isabel 
has been washed away somewhere between us doing a‘The 
waterfall’ and her fucking me in a perfect split. | must have 
come inside that woman five or six times, and it felt as 
natural as it gets. At one point, | was about to cum while she 
was blowing me, but Isabel insisted that | line her pussy with 
my cum, which | gladly did, fully aware that each load | shot 
in her increased my chances of her getting pregnant. That 
would normally be a problem, but with her it doesn't feel like 
one. 

| get up, and everything hurts. Is this how older people feel 
when they jump out of bed? | hobble over to the bathroom 
and try to do my business, missing the toilet bowl at first, 
because the normally single yellow stream is now split in 
two, that’s alright. | get dressed and follow the magical smell 
into the kitchen, where Isabel’s cooks wearing nothing but 
an apron. 

“Good morning, Stud. How do! look?” She asks and does a 
pirouette, showing me her perfect little ass. 

“Hello, troublemaker. You look tasty.” | say and take her in 
my arms, kissing her like a man who knows what he wants. 
She drops the fork in her hand and gets drawn fully into the 
kiss. Before the minute is over, I’m slamming into Isabel, 
indulging in an uncontrollable burst of carnal craving from 
both sides. She cums silently, licking my ear and breathing 


hot air into it, whispering sweet perverted nothings and 
encouraging me to cum inside her. | have no choice but to 
listen to my woman and satisfy her desires. She makes me 
stay inside of her until my cock goes soft, | love it, and if 
Isabel keeps it up, we may stay in for the day and attempt to 
beat last night’s orgasm count. 

“Eat up before it gets cold.” She tells me, then goes to the 
bathroom to clean herself up. 

Isabel planned this the perfect breakfast. So far, she gets full 
marks. | put my clothes back on and sit at the counter, met 
by an impressive display of cooking mastery. How long did 
she need to make all of this? | dig in and realize this may 
very well be the perfect breakfast, the perfect morning, the 
perfect sequel to last night. I’m impressed beyond words, 
and as she comes back, wearing only the shirt she tore from 
my body last night, my mind is made up. I’m falling for this 
angel. 

“Did you like it?” Isabel asks, and | don’t know what she 
means the breakfast, the sex, last night. It doesn’t matter, 
though. | loved all of it. 

“Yes.” | say, certain that this is the correct answer. 

“Oh, thanks. | wanted to do something similar to what you 
did for me, so | went for a cliché as well.” She answers. 
What is she talking about? My confused mug demands more 
explanations. 

“The apron, last night you went with rose petals in the 
bedroom, so | decided to go for an equally cliché move this 
morning and cook naked with just an apron covering my 
lady parts.” She says, faking an innocent body shuffle before 
bursting into laughter. Fuck, | knew that was a bad idea. 
“Don’t worry about it, you big softie,” She continues, “| 
appreciated it even though it’s not your style. There is no 
need to try so hard with me. | like you more for who you are, 
remember that.” She says and blushes. 

“Alright, Isabel. l'II be myself then and get straight to the 
point. I’m falling for you.” | say without a filter. 


Her expression is priceless, and | love how she can’t take the 
pressure and has to turn away. Her back is so small and yet 
has the power to carry a lot of emotional weight. | want to 
keep her safe, to protect the one that holds my most 
promising future in her hands right now. 

“I'm... falling for you too.” Isabel says while turning slightly 
but the power of her words forces her back into her original 
position. She’s holding her cheeks, surprised at what’s 
happening. | can’t get enough of this. 

“Is it safe to say we’re in a relationship?” | ask, prolonging 
her blushing. 

“We better be, after what you did to me last night.” She 
sasses without turning. 

“Don’t make it sound like | was the only one enjoying it.” 
“That’s not the point. You’re mine now. Only mine.” She 
reveals while coming over and hugging me tightly. Her body 
is shaking and begging to be held. | instinctively wrap my 
arms around her waist and the trembling stops. 

“Yes, |am. You and | belong together. You’re also mine, 
woman. | want all of you, everything you are. Nothing less 
can satisfy me.” | answer in kind. 

“Promise me there will be no secrets between us.” She 
demands. 

“| wouldn’t have it any other way.” 

“Good,” She smiles, “that means I’m your gir...girlfriend.” 
She stutters. 

“No, you’re my woman. The reason I’m trying to become a 
better man, the driving force behind everything | do, that’s 
what you are.” | display my true feelings. 

Isabel is stunned. I’m relieved to have gotten the chance to 
tell her what I’ve thought ever since | first laid eyes on her. 
She’s almost in tears and kisses me with passion. Before | 
can say anything, she runs upstairs and changes into the 
dress from last night. “I have to hurry, or l'Il be late for 
work.” She tells me as she passes by, grinning with flushed 


cheeks. Isabel exits the house, leaving nothing but her scent 
behind. 

Strange, I’ve seldom felt lonely in my home before, but now 
every sound reverberates louder between the empty walls. 
The echoes of her cheerful voice recoil in my head, and | 
want Isabel to be here. | finish eating and go to work. 

The day is uneventful and gives me ample opportunity to 
think about how to break the news to Art. He doesn’t ask 
anything that isn't work-related and seems lost in thought, 
he’s giving me space. Alright, Art, l'II do my best. The plan is 
to meet up with Isabel at his house and have an honest 
conversation.. 

We ditch the office early and arrive at his house. Art goes 
into his study without eating or saying a word. Isabel and | 
leave him be but recognize the problem is now time- 
sensitive, and we have to hurry. | take her to my house, and 
as we sit preparing to go into detail about the reveal when 
Art walks in. He looks mad, ready to explode from all the shit 
that spins in his head. We’re speechless, watching him enter 
the room and plant his feet in front of us. 

“Art, what are you doing here?” | ask, watching his 
crumbling expression. 

He looks ill. What the hell? His feet stagger as he 
approaches and | jump to his aid, holding him upright. “Art, 
you alright? Isabel, grab a chair.” | say, and she pushes a 
nearby armchair right under the balding man’s ass. He lets 
himself fall and puts one hand over his mouth, either in 
contemplation or because he feels sick, | can’t decide which 
one it is. We both hover over him, ready to intervene if 
something should happen. He opens his mouth. 

“Please, take a seat. | have to talk to you.” He looks at Isabel. 
She silently complies, and | stand to the side, clearing the 
way between them. 

“No doubt, Marcus has already explained to you what my 
concerns have been for the past few days. That saves me the 
trouble of going over it again. What you don’t know, is how 


I’ve used the time between Maddie sharing her suspicions 
with me and us sitting here.” He begins and has a very 
serious air about him. What did you do, Art? 

“| became paranoid and believed you meant to do me harm, 
so | took some measures...” He trails off, sinking into his 
thoughts. My chest feels unruly at the grim possibilities that 
rear their ugly heads in my mind. Oh man, | hope you didn’t 
fuck up. Nothing to do about it now but to keep listening. 

“| hired a private detective to investigate you, Isabel. | had 
him use the information on your work contract as a starting 
point this morning, he showed up with the first results.” He 
reveals, looking straight into her eyes. “Isabel, | have a few 
questions for you.” 


| sigh in relief but tense back up because the hard part is 
starting. He seems ready to break down, and Isabel is frozen 
in place, unable to stop her lower lip from trembling. | sit 
next to her and hold her hand. 

“Isabel, is your last name, Jenkins?” He inquires focusing 
intensely on her face. 

“Y-yes.” She answers. 

“Is your mother’s name, Amanda Emily Jenkins?” He 
continues and stops breathing as he waits for the answer. 
“Yes...” Isabel manages between sobs. She’s shaking but 
doing her best to remain in control. Art lowers his eyes as 
they begin to well with tears. He takes a moment to process 
the information before asking the next question. 

“Isabel, is she...ahem, you know, alive?” He asks, completely 
changing his tone. His eyes look terrified at the prospect of 
receiving a negative answer. 

“Wha...yes, of course.” Isabel says, taken by surprise. 
“Thank God, ohhhhh.” Art exclaims with genuine relief, and 
the tears run down his cheeks. He smiles with broken 
nostalgia, and | can see he wants to ask a thousand 
questions about her, but a lot of pent up emotion is 
overwhelming him right now, and he can’t seem to find the 
right words. He strains to focus but fails. Art stands up and 
kneels at Isabel’s feet. He takes her hands in his, looks her in 
the eye and between tears, asks. “How is she?” Art tries very 
hard to hold back from crying. 

“She’s good. Mom is good.” Isabel mumbles and begins to 
cry as well. Art looks at her with care and warmth, gently 
caressing one of her hands. 

“Please, tell me more. Why did Amanda send you here? Is 
there something she wants to tell me? Does she need help? 
Why did you come to me, Isabel?” He articulates, and it 
clicks into our heads that he hasn’t yet figured out Isabel is 
his daughter. Oh, man. I look at her, and she glances back, 
stunned. 


Art must have heard Amanda’s name from the P.I., and his 
brain stopped functioning after that point. In his defense, Art 
had no idea Amanda was pregnant when she left him. He’s 
too involved in the story to look at it objectively and do the 
math. Isabel seems stuck, | give her a helping nudge. 

“Art, there’s more to this. You might want to sit down.” | tell 
him, and his jaw drops. The fear creeps back into his 
expression, and he looks at Isabel, pleading for information. 
“Please, you must tell me. Is something wrong with my 
angel? Is Amanda alright?” He desperately wants to know 
and doesn’t move from his spot. It startles me that he uses 
the term angel for his woman, just like | use it when thinking 
about Isabel. Hmm, so it runs in the family. 

“Art, when Amanda left you,” She begins, and the pain of 
that memory engulfs him, “she did it because... because...” 
Isabel stutters, having difficulty continuing. 

“I beg you, child, don’t stop now. Ease this old man’s heart 
from the pain of that mystery.” He asks with remorse. 

“,. because she was pregnant.” Isabel finishes. 

Art’s face goes blank, he wasn’t expecting that. He thought 
about it for over twenty years, but not once did his mind 
come to that possibility. He looks vacant, his mind taken for 
a cosmic ride by the unexpected reveal. Isabel gives him 
time to adjust, then takes his face in her hands. 

“Art, Amanda was pregnant with me.” She says and expects 
him to get it. Art comes back, and the connections needed 
for him to understand what she reveals are all in place. | can 
see the exact moment he gets it. The possibility lights his 
being up, but he fears that he might have come to a hasty 
conclusion. 

“What are you saying?” He asks, praying that his thoughts 
match hers. His face is changing from happy to confused, 
surprised, and sad in an instant. The man looks like a 
videogame character with a facial glitch. 

“Art... Amanda my mom was pregnant with your child... with 
me. I’m your daughter.” She finishes and waits for his 


reaction, not daring to move a muscle. 

Arthur realizes he’s a father. The man’s face relaxes in his 
daughter’s hands and his eyes close, allowing tears of joy to 
cleanse him of his sins and pain. His presence changes, his 
spirit evolves from the silly old man with no clear direction 
in his future, chained by his past, to the father he was all 
along, to the man he cheated himself out of being by 
wallowing in self-pity and transitory pleasures. His power 
returns, and when he opens his eyes, Arthur Hayes is not the 
Same man anymore. 

“Come here, child.” he asks and hugs his daughter who’s 
forgot to breathe up until this point. She takes the embrace, 
and | can see how a lot of pain on both sides is let go, 
exorcised, and purified in a simple display of affection that 
others take for granted. I’m grateful to witness this moment, 
to finally see them like this. It offers comfort to my soul and, 
maybe, even causes me to choke up a bit. 


They embrace for a long time without a word, their spirits 
doing the talking. Art lets go and touches Isabel’s face as if 
to make sure she’s real. She laughs between tears, and they 
both stare at each other with love. He hugs her again and 
tells her “I’m never losing you again, child. Never again.” He 
keeps repeating and embracing her tighter. He looks at me. 
“What are you waiting for? You’re part of the family too, get 
in here.” He orders lovingly and includes me in on the hug. | 
have to admit, this is something that | haven’t felt since my 
mother died. The feeling of belonging in a family is an idea 
that’s always circled my rough edges but never landed until 
now. | want to be part of this. 

Art gets his fill of hugs for the moment, and let's go. He 
wants to know everything, and Isabel is no longer afraid to 
tell him. They have a long talk, laughing and crying at the 
same time. He’s in awe of her and takes in every word she 
utters, delighted to get so much information. Isabel 
apologizes for misleading him, but he stops her and 
apologizes in turn. The father laughs as the daughter tells 
him of her adventures, it’s beautiful, and they connect more 
with each word. After about an hour, everything is out in the 
open. Art has no immediate questions, he’s at peace. 

“So, what do you plan to do next, Isabel? Do you want to 
stay here, in the Falls?” He asks with anticipation. She looks 
at me for a second. 

“Yes. | want to get to know you better and... well, there’s 
Marcus.” She says blushing. 

Art looks at me, and | can swear there’s a hint of jealousy in 
his eyes. Is he afraid I’m gonna steal his daughter away? 
“So, Marcus, what are your plans with my...ahem, daughter?” 
He asks, puffing his chest out when saying ‘daughter.’ 

“Art, that’s none of your business.” | answer. 

“What are you saying? She is the center of my world now.” 
He barks at me with a newfound sense of fatherly 
protectiveness. 


“She’s the center of mine too.” | say right back, and we find 
ourselves in a standoff. 

“Relax, boys. Art, you need some rest after this, not conflict.” 
Isabel intervenes. 

“Oh, you don’t have to call me Art anymore. If you want, you 
can call me ‘Papa’, and l'Il call you ‘my little sugar muffin’.”” 
He exclaims while coming up with the silly names right off 
the top of his head. 

“Yea, it’s too early for that. Let’s take this one step at a time. 
| think we've all had enough excitement for one day. Let’s 
call it a night and talk some more tomorrow, when | come in 
for work, ok?” She suggests. 

“Work? Isabel, sweetheart, you’re my daughter. Everything | 
have is yours, you don’t have to move a finger for the rest of 
your life if you should so choose.” Art exclaims. 

“Art, | enjoy working and cooking for you has been one of my 
favorite things to do. | may not work for you anymore, but 
surely | can still cook your meals.” Isabel tells him. 

“Yes, yes, of course, but, but...” Art tries to reiterate his point 
of view. 

“One step at a time, Art, remember? I’m not going 
anywhere.” She reinforces. 

“Of course, sweetheart. I’m sorry, I’m just so excited you’re 
my blood that it’s hard to contain myself.” He says with pure 
joy and stands up. “Well, | guess we'll see each other 
tomorrow then. l'Il go home and have a heart attack now.” 
He announces and starts heading for the door. Isabel walks 
him out and the two hug. | can hear her close the door and 
whisper. “lIl see you tomorrow, dad.” 

She giggles and runs into my arms. We spend the evening 
recapping the talk and laughing at stories of our childhood. 
Isabel cooks dinner, we eat, make passionate love, and fall 
asleep in each other’s arms. This is what a regular evening 
sounds like for many people, but for me, it’s a piece of 
heaven, alongside a fallen angel that has been redeemed to 
her former sanctity by her father. 


CHAPTER 19 


Isabel 


| have to admit, life’s been great for the last few weeks. | feel 
so much appreciation for the two men in my life. Art is 
amazing, since finding out he’s my dad, he gone overboard 
with his appreciation, but I’ve managed to help him dial it 
down to a normal level. He doesn’t buy me a whole store 
worth of flowers anymore instead, he leaves a single white 
rose by my door every single morning. Art convinced me to 
move into his house, and | finally said yes. | still cook for him 
every day. 


He persuaded me to train him and is surprisingly diligent 
about it too. | share that task with Marcus and Art already 
looks different, vibrant, full of joy, he was freed from his pain 
that fateful day and finally allowed himself to be happy. | 
love him, dad is caring, funny, goofy, embarrasses me when 
we go shopping, but he loves me back and doesn’t hide one 
bit of it. | can’t wait to get home at the end of the night and 
tell him what’s happened throughout the day. He really 
listens, laughs, and gets upset when | do. The best part is 
that we are much more alike than I thought. 

I’m afraid this is all too good to be true, but he greets me 
every morning with the same love in his eyes, and | can see 
him burst into tears when we talk about the past. He’s 
grateful for the time we spend together, and by this point, 
I’m convinced he’s not acting. He’s so funny that | had 
muscle cramps from laughing too hard one evening. Arthur 
Hayes is my dad not only biologically, I’ve fully accepted 
him in that role and can’t imagine my life without him in it. 
I’m home. 

Marcus is...my life. We've connected at a level that | didn’t 
think possible. He’s attentive, focused, and genuinely has 
my best interest in mind. Somehow, I’ve gained the ability to 
tell what he’s thinking, beside kinky sex, which occupies 
most of his male brain, he has a depth that even he’s 
unaware of. This man has tackled some of my heaviest 
emotional problems, sometimes over a breakfast discussion 
no less, and offered solutions that are simple and instantly 
impactful. His insight is priceless, driven by his love for me. 
I’m convinced he’s in love with me but thinks it’s too early to 
say it, so he holds back. | want him to be open, but | could 
never tell him to just say it already. It might be a good idea, 
though since | want to reciprocate. Marcus entered my 
world, and despite his rough ways, has managed to catch 
my heart and hold it tender in his potent hands, protecting it 
from harm and infusing it with his nature. He’s more than a 
good man, he’s my good man, the one I go to when 


something bothers me, the one that comes to me seeking 
the affection that only | can provide. Our spirits slowly mix 
as we help each other climb the stairs of life and adulthood. 
| love him more than | thought possible. He’s on my mind 
every time | make a decision, be it what panties to buy or 
whether I should change my view on certain touchy issues. 
I’ve allowed him inside, and he’s effortlessly spilled into 
every nook and cranny of my being, imbuing it with love. 
The thought that he might leave me one day invaded my 
head once, and | was so scared that | ran to his home and 
woke him up in the middle of the night. He was drowsy but 
held me in his arms until | stopped crying and then 
proceeded to make love to me until the sun came up. The 
man served me a dreadful-looking breakfast in bed that he 
poured his soul into making and | swear, it was the most 
delicious meal of my life. Marcus imparted his wisdom and 
offered, as a joke, to impregnate me that way, we would be 
stuck together. He laughed, but | seriously considered 
throwing my birth-control pills away. | want him... forever, 
and that scares me. 

We've been dating for roughly a month now, and | feel 
bound to this man. | keep making him declare his feelings 
and revel in each new way he decides to do it. Tonight, he 
wants to take me somewhere secret, I’m excited, a little 
afraid, and turned on. What does this savage man have in 
store for little old me? He comes into the house and knocks 
on my door. | take a last look at my hair, makeup, and dress, 
perfect. “I’m coming.” 


| open the door, and he stares in awe like it’s the first time, 
my heart flutters when seeing how bewitched he is. I'll be 
sure to reward him later. Marcus looks amazing in his three- 
piece suit that | picked out. He smiles devilishly, and | know 
that if my room could be locked, he’d be pushing me inside 
and fucking my brains out, but he can’t. Art’s like a hawk 
and doesn’t allow for any part of my body, save for the hand, 
to be kissed in his house. So, the beast obeys the master of 
the mansion, takes a ceremonious bow, asks for my hand in 
an over the top fashion, kisses it, and then asks. “Satisfied?” 
“Yes.” Art barks out of view, from somewhere inside the 
house. “Now get going, or you'll miss it.” 

What does he mean? Did they plan this together? Marcus, by 
way of Art flexing his dad muscles and imposing this on him, 
has to inform my father about every location where he takes 
me out. Only after receiving his blessing, can my man 
proceed. It’s so funny how often he gets rejected. 

“You heard him.” Marcus articulates. “Miss Jenkins/Hayes, if 
you would.” He offers his arm, and | take it, following him 
outside. We’re both dressed well, that means Marcus either 
called a cab or he’s got the keys to one of Art’s cars. 

I’m proven wrong as soon as we exit the house. A burgundy 
69’ Mustang Fastback glistens in the driveway. It’s perfect 
the original wheels have been swapped for thinner, modern 
ones the color is just heavenly, although not Marcus’s style. | 
can see the car is modernized, judging by the xenon 
headlights and small but significant touches here and there. 
“Oh... my... God.” | manage to say and head to the beauty to 
admire it closely. 

Marcus trails behind, twirling the keys on his finger. “Does it 
please you?” He asks rhetorically because | can’t hide my 
excitement. The interior is as exquisite as the exterior. I’m 
taken aback to my childhood, where | was a tomboy and 
played with cars rather than dolls, the Fastback was always 
my favorite, but | never got the chance to ride in one of 
these babies. Here | am, all grown up, giddy like a schoolgirl 


on her first date. “Get in and start her up. | want to hear this 
kitten purr.” | urge. 

“There must be some sort of confusion here, troublemaker. 
This isn’t my car.” He admits, and | feel like an idiot for 
letting my feelings take over and making a fool out of 
myself. He approaches my slouched over body, straightens 
me up and puts the keys in my hand. “This is your car, 
Isabel.” 

Marcus opens the passenger door, takes a seat, and throws 
my words right back at me. “Get in and start her up. | want 
to hear this kitten purr.” He smiles like the tricky, delicious 
devil he is. 

I’m speechless but have learned to deal with massive gifts 
like this one over the last few weeks, considering Art wanted 
to buy a clothes store because | said the items in there were 
cute. The trick is to fake being ok with it until you finally are. 
| wonder if Art told him about my infatuation with this car. 
“Meow.” | say, out of ideas. Marcus laughs, and | get in. 
Goosebumps instantly appear on my arms when the engine 
roars to life. | get wet just from the raw sound, and Marcus 
seems to know it. “Where to?” | inquire, ready to ride my 
shiny stallion. 

“The Kalispell City Airport.” He keeps it short. 

| know where Kalispell is it’s a twenty-minute drive from 
here. | push the gas, and the vibrations rattle my clitoris, 
sending our skulls into the headrests. “Easy there, this is not 
a family van. You have to take your..” He begins saying, but | 
punch it some more and see fear on his face for the first 
time. This is so much fun. We fly out of the Falls and burn 
rubber toward our destination. 

Marcus is a little angry that | don’t listen. “Alright, 
troublemaker, if this is how you want to do it...” He says and 
puts his hand between my legs, rubbing my pussy. | get so 
wet that his fingers must make lewd noises while playing 
with my naughty flower but the engine roar eats all the 
sound. He descends on my crotch and begins licking my clit 


while sliding his large fingers in my tight pussy until | can 
feel his knuckles. Oh God, now | get why guys love this. the 
thrill is... exhilarating. 

| catch a stoplight along the way. A nice elderly couple ina 
family sedan pulls up parallel with me, they admire the car 
and nod my way. Marcus is going to town on my crotch, and | 
do my best to wave back. As soon as the light turns green, | 
go pedal to the metal and leave the couple in a cloud of 
smoke. Marcus sucks on my clit with learned precision, 
hitting all the good spots. His fingers seal the deal, making 
me cum as my foot trembles and causes the car to 
accelerate in erratic spurts. 

Marcus takes the wheel with one hand while rubbing my 
sticky spot until glorious completion with the other. | climax 
over an entire mile, and although I’m mad at him, the sweet 
feeling of release is undeniable. The bastard wipes his beard 
and smiles. “That’s what you deserve.” He says entitled. | 
love him so much. 

We get to the airport, park my beauty in a well-lit place, and 
go in. A crewed helicopter awaits, and Marcus tells me he 
uses it to fly to the main office in Spokane, a few times a 
week. We climb in and take off. The view is beautiful, each 
town is a set of light strips joined to others, like a living 
organism, seeking company and connection from its 
neighbors. 

We get to Spokane, our destination in no time. A cab awaits 
and takes us to Manito Park. | can tell the place is public 
domain, but tonight, we’re the only visitors. The entrance 
has a guard and a ‘Private Event’ sign on it. Did he rent the 
place out? Is that even possible? We go in, and it is 
beautiful, a set of stone stairs leads to a narrow gravel path 
that slices the neatly-organized plaza in two mirror images. 
The combination of color is gorgeous and elegant. The park 
has a fountain in the middle, where a chubby but stern 
waiter awaits. 


We get to him, and he stares at us. “Dinner reservation for 
two.” Marcus says as if that’s completely normal in a public 
park. 

“Certainly, sir. Follow me, l'Il lead you to your table.” The 
stout waiter plays along. 

We walk to the back and cross a bridge over a pond. The 
area beyond is a Japanese garden, with a waterfall, lanterns, 
and a table set in the middle. Our waiter escorts us to it and 
hands over two full restaurant menus after we sit down. | 
have to give in and take the moment at face value. 
Otherwise, my questions would ruin the moment. We place 
our orders, and the attendant disappears. Marcus is dying to 
see me in awe and at a loss, but | pretend like I’m unfazed. 
The fact he gave me a speedy culmination not so long ago 
helps me take the emotional edge off and keep my cool. 

We eat, drink, and talk about everything except us. In the 
middle of the conversation, | notice him looking up with 
interest, | do the same and see nothing special at first. “It’s 
starting. Let’s go.” He says out of nowhere, grabs my hand, 
and takes me even further into the park, to an open area 
that has a king-size recliner sofa in the center. “What is 
this?” | ask. “Sit.” He orders and does the same. The sofa is 
set so that we have to glance up when lying on it. 

“What are we looking at?” | ask, and the answer comes in 
the form of a white line of light, blazing a temporary trail in 
the night sky. “A meteor. Ah, another one!” | exclaim. 

“Yes... best seats in the house. The treeline protects us from 
the city lights, the sky is ours. What do you think?” He 
inquires, comfortably reclined and watching the opening act 
of the meteor shower. 

| say nothing for a while, but the trails increase in frequency 
and size, making for a great silent show on a background of 
literal stars. “Wow.” 


“You know, Isabel, I’ve been thinking. In a way, our lives are 
much like these meteors, we show up, burn bright for a 
while, and then disappear back into the night. This makes 
one think we shouldn’t waste time on unimportant things in 
life. Before we know it, our existence dissolves back into the 
stars. No matter how bright you burn, you're still lighting up 
the sky by yourself, and that’s no fun. So, for the brief time 
we're a part of the light show, | suggest we cut two lines of 
light running parallel to each other and it makes for a better 
spectacle.” He says and looks at me. 

“What are you saying, Marcus?” | ask with high expectations 
and shortness of breath. 

“I'm tired of being a lonely meteorite, blazing the sky by 
myself. Ever since | met you, beautiful, my life’s been... 
complete. Isabel...” He prepares to say something big, and 
I’m almost on top of him, waiting for the moment he finally 
spills it out. 

“al love you.” He speaks the three simple words that give 
him the keys to all that | am and nothing... nothing could 
make me happier. | thought that as soon as he spoke the 
words, I'd be able to return them but right now, I’m 
speechless. My emotions drain into my tears, which dive off 
my cheeks and onto his face below. | hope he understands 
how much | care about him and appreciate his feelings. | 
cuddle on his chest, messing up my hair and makeup, crying 
my eyes out, letting all the fear and insecurity exit my body 
with every sob. He holds me with tenderness and caresses 
my back. 

After a few minutes, he’s fondling my ass, and | can tell the 
man has had enough of waiting. Good, because I’m ready. | 
take his hand out from between my butt cheeks to get some 
romantic feeling behind my impending confession. He wants 
to play some more. “Stop it. I’m trying to say something.” | 
tell him. 

“What is it that you can’t say with a hand on your ass?” He 
jokes about and grabs me again, making me a little mad. 


“Marcus, stop it.” | order. 

“No. You stop stalling for time and let it out already. I’ve 
waited enough.” He reveals, showing how affected he was 
by me not reciprocating his feelings immediately. Marcus is 
hurt. He grabs my ass and squeezes hard, waiting for my 
answer. Alright, you'll get it. 

“| love you, you idiot.” | shout, and before | close my mouth, 
Marcus is already kissing it, with more passion than I’ve ever 
felt. He feels unleashed, freed from his biggest burden. Was 
he afraid that | didn’t feel the same about him? Is that why 
he lashed out? 

“Oh, you virile man, what makes you think I’d ever let you 
go? | seem to remember telling you this before. You... are... 
mine. The second | fell in love with you, your fate was 
sealed. | own your soul, and you own mine. Let that be clear 
in your head.” | say, letting my inner animal dictate the 
words that come out of my mouth. He looks inspired. 

“In that case, l'Il answer in kind. You are what makes me tick, 
the reason | get up in the morning, the reason | get morning 
wood. You are the only woman in this world for me, don’t ask 
me how I know, ask what you did to me to imprint your 
essence on my soul. You became my power and my greatest 
weakness, you are my beginning and my end. I hold nothing 
from you.” He says as his clear eyes reflect the sky above. 
Wow. 

His hand is still on my ass, but | would have it nowhere else, 
not after that confession. | beg him to fuck me, and he jumps 
on like a wild beast, filling my pussy with his seed, my head 
with blank ecstasy, and my heart full with untamed love, 
making my brazen elation echo our feelings in the nearly 
empty park. We stain the night with the white light of our 
love. 

Marcus and | spend a while longer in the park, chatting and 
enjoying each other’s company before heading back. When 
we arrive in the Falls, it is nearly midnight. He accompanies 
me into the house, and we look for Art, wanting to tell him 


about the new development. He’s nowhere to be found. | go 
to my room to change clothes and find a note from him, 
saying. “Sweetheart, | left to see your mother.” 

“Ohhh.” | exclaim, and Marcus comes in, interested. 

“What is it?” He asks. 

| show him the note. “Ohhh.” He mimics me. “Well, it was 
bound to happen sooner or later.” 

“Yes. | offered to give him her phone number, but Art said he 
didn’t want to do something this important over the phone, 
he finally mustered the courage...” | explain. 

“| think he wanted you to like him first, to make up for lost 
time, and make sure you'd still be here when he returns. 
Now that he has that security, Art left for her. | hope he 
remembers how to do it.” Marcus ponders. 

“Do what?” 

“Love a woman. Art never let another female get close to his 
heart after your mom, that was a long time ago. Still, the 
man has a way of coming on top of situations. Since finding 
out about you, he showed a side of him that he’d never 
displayed before, it must be what he was like before Amanda 
left him.” He guesses. “Anyway, this is out of our hands, and 
we have our romance to worry about. Speaking of Art not 
being home, how about we try to break your bed with the 
two...” He continues, but | stop him and reveal the security 
camera pointing at us. 

After | moved in, Art insisted on upgrading his security 
system. He had cameras installed in the house, but | was 
against it, so he stopped the project before they were 
connected to any power source. Still, Marcus doesn’t know 
that and believes that Art’s angry eyes are on us right this 
moment. | use that because I’m very tired and need a good 
night’s rest. The man is insatiable despite pleasuring me 
twice tonight. He’s going to be a handful. 

| walk Marcus out, kiss him in a way that will make it hard for 
him to go to sleep, and jump in my bed, thinking about what 
happened today. | got the car of my dreams, the man | didn’t 


know | needed but without whom I can’t imagine living, and 
dad left to see mom. Please, God, let the two make up. 
They're both wonderful people, but | have no idea if they will 
get along or not. | let my prayer and Marcus’s still fresh 
smell on my skin accompany me to the land of dreams. 


CHAPTER 20 


Arthur 


“Hello, Golden State.” | exclaim as | get out of bed. My flight 
arrived late last night, and | had trouble going to sleep in 
the hotel room, thinking | left my dear daughter in the hands 
of Marcus. | hope he stuck to the plan and brought her back 
by 11 PM. Knowing him, he probably didn’t, but I trust the 
kid and see Isabel’s eyes light up when he’s there. They’re 
good eggs, love each other, and | want them both to be 
happy. | feel the need to be there and help them over the 
inevitable rough spots they will encounter. Nobody | care 
about should repeat my mistakes if | can do anything about 
it. 

Anyway, time to start the day. This older man feels twenty- 
three years younger and damn, the jitters are still there. | 
imagined that after all this time, I’d act more mature in this 
situation. In truth, the feelings that | put on hold all those 
years ago resumed like no time has passed. Right now I’m 
twenty-six and about to see my woman who recently ran 
away from me. 

| get ready, exit the hotel, and breathe in the clear Santa 
Rosa morning air. | get in my rented car and drive to the 
address listed in the P..’s files. How appropriate, my angel 
lives in Santa Rosa. The drive is long and takes me through 
some pretty scenic parts of the town. | get to the outskirts, 
and the navigation system informs me I’m close. | see a 
house at the bottom of a hill, right by a large vineyard. 

It’s Saturday, and the road is all but deserted. | picked this 
day in hopes of Amanda being home. My plan is to park up 
the road and walk the rest of the way. I’m unsure how to act, 
fucking hell, my hands are sweating up a storm. Calm down, 
Art. You waited for this moment a long time. Look her in the 
eye and speak your mind. If there’s any love left for me in 
her heart, l'II know. 

| get to the gate, open it, and walk up the yard. There’s a lot 
of green and many flowers, masterfully arranged to bring 
each one’s beauty to the forefront, this is her work. Amanda 
loved gardening, but | only allowed her to do it in small pots 


back at our place. | was a fucking idiot and treated her 
needs like they were whims. Back then, | felt that my will 
was more important than anyone else’s. God, | want to slap 
the shit out of my handsome younger self. 

Is anybody here. | get to the front door and admire how well- 
kept the place is. My finger hesitates, hovering over the 
doorbell. Ok, here we go, Art. Press the button. Fuck, I’m not 
ready. Stop being such a coward and do it. | press it and end 
the mind chatter. There’s no commotion inside. | ring again, 
nothing. Maybe she’s not home. Dammit, what do | do now? 
Should | wait for her? 

| hear a metal door squeaking on the other side of the 
house, and my rusty joints stiffen up, she’s here. Oooohh 
shit, here we go. | walk around the house and see a well- 
maintained vegetable garden with a sun hat hovering 
between its rows. It’s her. l’d recognize Amanda’s back 
anywhere. 

My trembling stops at the sight of her silhouette. Oh my 
God, this woman hasn’t aged a day. Sure, her hips are fuller, 
and | can see some grey in her braided hair, but it’s her. I’m 
not twenty-six anymore either, but I’m me. | haven’t stood 
still all these years, and neither has she. We’re not kids 
anymore, the last of my childish insecurities leave my body, 
and | cough to announce my presence, having no clue what 
to say, but happy that I’m here. 


CHAPTER 21 


Amanda 


Once this row is done, | can take a break. Maybe l'Il call Izzie 
and see how she’s doing. That girl has a temper, she didn’t 
get it from me. I’m in awe that she dared to go and meet her 
father. Isabel took it upon herself to do what I was too 
cowardly to do, she got her stubbornness from me. Once | 
decide something, come hell or high water, there’s no 
changing my mind. | regret my inability to go back on my 
decision and to this day, wish that | had left some clue for 
Arthur to follow and find me. Time went by, and life followed 
its course. | left my biggest wound unattended and focused 
on my daughter. | want to grab my younger self by the 
shoulders and shake her until she snaps out of making a 
rash decision. 

There’s a cough behind me. I turn, and the sun shines in my 
eyes, obscuring the large figure at the end of the tomato 
rows. “Hello. | didn’t see you there.” | say, pulling my sun hat 
over my eyes. “How can | help... you... it’s you.” | stutter, 
recognizing him immediately. Arthur is here. Oh, my God. 
“Wha... what are you doing here? If l’'d known, | would have 
prepared some tea.” | say in a daze, suddenly unable to 
figure out how to exit the row. 

“Hello, Amanda.” He greets and smiles, looking at me with 
kind eyes. 

| can barely stand and use one of the tomato-holding poles 
for extra stability. He’s here, in my garden, looking at me 
dressed in this ragged old thing, covered in dirt from work. 
He looks good. 

“You look good.” | say and laugh a bit like a maniac. Oh no, 
why did I do that? Why does he look so calm? We haven’t 
seen each other in forever, and yet he serenely leans on one 
side, observing me make a fool out of myself. 

“Thank you. Amanda, you’re breathtaking.” He states, and | 
know he means it. 

“Haa, ha.” | laugh awkwardly without wanting to, and run 
my dirty hand through my hair before realizing it’s full of 
soil. “Why don’t we sit and... drink something strong? 


Please, follow me.” | urge him, and he lets me pass, following 
at a decent distance. | might fall over. Arthur comes inside 
the house and sits at the dinner table. | excuse myself and 
go to the bathroom. Once the door is closed, | can finally 
have that panic attack with my name on it. 


CHAPTER 22 


Arthur 


Ha, still the same emotional girl. | love that and realize how 
much | missed her. This moment here, even if things don’t 
work out, is enough to sustain me for the next twenty years. 
I’m home. Speaking of homes, hers is beautiful and simple. | 
don’t have this kind of warmth back at my place. | finally see 
now how important a woman’s touch really is. 

There’s rumbling in the bathroom. What is she doing? | go 
there and knock. “Amanda, are you alright?” 

“Yes, yes, yes, I’m just...fixing... stuff.” An out of breath voice 
comes. 

“Do you need help? It sounds hard. Maybe I can be of 
assistance.” | answer. 

“No, no, no. | don’t need any help... especially not from you. 
| can do this by myself.” Amanda says, and there’s 
increasing anger in her voice. 

“Amanda...” | utter and place my forehead on the door. 

She opens it and yells. “What are you doing here? Why did 
you come?” Before closing it again with force and smacking 
me in the head so hard that | hit the wall behind me. She 
realizes what happened. The door opens, and Amanda peeks 
through the crack. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. Are you 
alright?” She inquires with genuine concern. 

“Yes, of course. I’m just startled, that’s all.” | reveal. 

“Hmm, to think that | was worried about you. | forgot how 
thick your skull is.” She sasses and smacks the door closed 
again. 

Holy moly, | remember now. We used to fight like this often. 
Amanda would shut herself in a room, and I’d have to beg 
until she let me in. | would get angry and leave most of the 
time, without solving what we were arguing about, knowing 
she eventually had to come out. God, what a schmuck | was. 
This is my second chance, history is repeating itself, and I’m 
finally wise enough to do the right thing. Amanda has a 
storm brewing in her heart, and l'Il have to take the brunt of 
it before she listens to me. Alright, baby, lay it on me. I’m 
ready. 


“Amanda, | came here to..” | begin. 

“You came here to do what? What do you want, Arthur? Do 
you think that just showing up here in your fancy clothes is 
going to impress me? | have news for you, sir this woman did 
just fine on her own for a long time, and she will do fine long 
after you’re gone. Do you hear me?” She explodes. 

“Yes, Amanda, | hear you.” 

“Oh, so you can talk. Can’t say that | remember you doing 
much talking back when we had these arguments. Do you 
remember that?” 

“Yes, | remember them.” | say with a broken heart. It seems 
to take some of the wind out of her sails for a second. 
“Oh...well, so do I, and in far better detail. There’s something 
else that comes to mind. Do you remember the violence, 
Arthur? How you were, how you treated people? Does it eat 
away at you or do you not even remember?” She sobs in 
between words. 

“All these memories are present in my mind and heart. | met 
somebody who taught me to take the lessons out of what 
was bad, apply them, move on, and try to become a better 
man every day.” | affirm while going near the door. 

“Oh, that’s rich, coming from you. Mr. Hoodlum boss, a cut 
above everybody else, knows remorse? Are you serious? | 
watched you beat a man for bringing you the wrong beer. 
You're an animal, Art. Animals don’t feel bad about what 
they’ve done. And what about this person who taught you 
all these valuable lessons? Is she still in your life?” She 
breaks into full crying. | want to rip this door and comfort 
her, but I’m smarter than that. 

“First of all, the person | was talking about is a he, my friend 
Marcus, with whom | left The Hoodlums seven years ago. The 
two of us abandoned the criminal lifestyle and opened a 
legitimate business together.” 

“Really? Two thugs turned to the straight and narrow path 
just like that? Tell me, did you guys do each other’s hair 
while you were at it?” She’s pushing it, and | feel the anger. 


She’s not the only one who was hurt, but | didn’t come here 
for a fight. 


“Marcus rescued me when | almost died because | felt like | 
couldn’t live without you anymore. He pulled me out of my 
bullshit and out of the gang. | owe that man my life. He and | 
kept each other from going bad again. I’m not gonna lie, it 
wasn’t easy, and we made plenty of mistakes along the way, 
but we did our best. That part of my life is behind me, 
Amanda, and the only piece | want back from all of it is you.” 
| finish, and the bathroom is silent. She’s listening. Good. | 
continue. 

“When Isabel came to my door looking for work, | had no 
idea who she was, but I liked her right away. Do you know 
what she cooked for me on our very first meeting Cheesy 
Provolone Baked Chicken. | was beside myself with joy at the 
taste because it was as good as yours, now | know why. She 
came into my life and changed it. | loved coming home from 
work to a delicious meal because it reminded me of my time 
with you. Isabel reminded me of you. My heart was broken 
when I mistakenly thought she was there to rob or con me in 
some way, only to find out that she was my daughter, our 
daughter, Amanda. You took that from me twenty-two years 
of her life are forever lost to me now.” | get that off my chest 
but don’t stop here. 

“And you were right to do so. | was a self-centered, ignorant, 
violent, thick-headed piece of shit. | know that, and nota 
day goes by where | don’t wish to God that | had done things 
differently. I’ve seen the error of my ways for many years 
now, and like | said before, struggled to become a better, 
kinder man every day while surrounding myself with people 
who share the same values.” | expose and stop to catch my 
breath. 


CHAPTER 23 


Amanda 


| listen to his confession, and although there is some anger 
in there, it’s directed at the fact that he wasn’t there for 
most of Isabel’s life. That’s understandable and the reason 
for many of my nightmares. | dreamt of him busting through 
the front door and taking Izzie away from me. He sounds 
different. When did he learn to be so articulate? Should | 
believe his story can bad boys turned good? Like that ever 
happens... yet why does it bother me? 

He doesn’t get mad. That’s different. There’s no anger in his 
voice. He seems sincere, but how can | believe a word when | 
know him and what he’s capable of? This could all be an act, 
a mask that he takes off as soon as he misleads me into 
believing he’s changed for the better. I’m not falling for it... 
“Alright, Salvation Army. Let’s pretend for a second that | 
believe you. What are your plans for Isabel and me? How do 
you see our future together?” | test him. 

He shuffles around and doesn’t say anything. Ha, that’s as 
far as your lies go. A deep pain encroaches my chest, and 
tears form again. | wanted him to be different so badly. | 
imagined a day, not unlike this one, where he’d show up and 
prove to me that he’s a decent man, slow to anger, who 
understands the pain he caused and is willing to do 
anything for a second chance. I’m too old to dream about 
these things. 


My melancholy is interrupted by a strange shuffling sound at 
my feet. Arthur pushes some papers under the door. “What 
is this?” | ask and wipe my tears so | can see better. 
“Amanda, these are the deeds to my house, my share of the 
business | told you about earlier, my bank accounts, and all 
of my assets. If you look at the bottom of each page, you will 
see that your name is there, alongside a dotted line. If you 
sign all of them, everything that | have will be transferred 
over to you. | want you to have this. You and Isabel deserve 
it.” He says in a calm voice. 


“Aha. You want us to have everything you own. No doubt it is 
a fortune.” | sass out in sarcasm. 

“| had all of it appraised, and a team of professionals told me 
the approximate current value is somewhere around seven 
million dollars.” 

That piece of information snaps me out of my disbelief long 
enough to take a closer look at the papers. He seems to be 
telling the truth. Who in their right mind does something 
like that? “Are you sure? Because | would have signed them 
already if only | had a pen.” | test him again. 

“Yea. | have one, but it doesn’t fit under the door. | tried.” He 
tells me apologetically. He must be lying. No one goes this 
far. “Fine, l'Il open the door.” 

Arthur greets me through the cracked door with a smile and 
a fancy fountain pen. “Here you go.” He hands it to me. 

I’m afraid to reach for it, maybe he'll grab my hand and pull 
me out. | don’t want his stuff, but maybe he'll chicken out if 
he thinks l'Il actually do it. “So, you just hand your life’s 
work over to me. No strings attached.” | say, and watch him 
carefully. He might slip up. 

“No strings, Amanda. This was always yours. The reason | 
even bothered to do it in the first place was you. Yes, | kept 
bragging to any who would listen about how | wanted to 
satisfy my desires and what not, but when everybody went 
home, and | was left by myself, it was our discussions about 
having a nice, big mansion and lots of cool cars that kept 
coming to mind, and are what fuelled my desire to go on. 
Without fully realizing it until much later on, | did all of it for 
you, hoping that I’d get a chance to hand it over one day. 
Well, here we are. Sign the papers, and you'll be a 
millionaire.” He finishes and hands me the pen again. 


CHAPTER 24 


Arthur 


| stand there, waiting for her to make a decision. The door 
closes slowly, and I sigh in regretful disbelief. | hoped this 
would work and help me smooth things over, but Amanda 
was never a materialist. Still, | tried to show her how much | 
care. No need to panic. I’m still in the house, and that’s a 
good thing. She opens the door and walks out, smacking the 
papers against my belly and then takes a seat at the table. | 
do the same. 

“Are those real?” She inquires, looking at the papers. 

“Yes.” 

“You realize | could take it all and throw you out of your 
house, right?” 

“| already told you. It’s not my house, it’s our house, the one 
we always talked about, remember? | made it into a reality. If 
you want to throw me out, then so be it. | came here, fully 
prepared for rejection, but believing in the crazy, highly 
unlikely idea that you might still have feelings for me.” 

She blushes and asks. “Did Isabel tell you that?” 

“What? No. Why do you ask?” 

“No reason.” She’s red as a ladybug. Wait a minute. 
“Amanda, I’m going to ask you a straight question, and | 
need you to answer it. Do you still have feelings for me?” 
The small light of hope in my heart, ready to die out until a 
minute ago, explodes back in existence. 


“1... L.. it’s too late for us. We were apart for so long, missed 
our best years, why should we...” She says, looking all over 
the place. 

“Because | love you with every fiber of my being, Amanda 
Emily Jenkins. You have been the best thing in my life, and 
no one was able to come close to you, let alone take your 
place. You say we missed our best years, | say they are yet to 
come. The younger me wasn’t prepared for a woman like 
you, | played with your feelings, ignorant to the damage | 
was inflicting. My heart has felt the pain of losing you, so | 
stand before you now, offering everything | am and have as 
an apology. Please, Amanda, if nothing else, forgive my 
youthful outbursts, and set my soul free from this decades- 
long agony.” | convey the entirety of my soul in summary, 
while unable to keep my eyes from watering. 


CHAPTER 25 


Amanda 


Oh, my God, | forget to breathe while he speaks. The old 
Arthur would never have said anything like that. Why does 
he keep coming back after | rejected him so many times? 
Does he not feel pain, or does he feel too much? He keeps 
saying the right things, and | feel my armor cracking. | can’t 
be hurt again, my heart can’t take it. But looking at him 
there’s pain and determination in his eyes and at no point 
has he done anything mistrustful. Maybe that’s why | 
suspect foul play, he’s impeccable. 

“Arthur, what if | told you that | still had feelings for you? 
What would you say to that?” | ask in a way that is not 
romantic at all, but it doesn’t faze him one bit, quite the 
contrary. In an instant, he leaps from his chair and kneels 
before me, with his face dangerously close to mine. 

“Prove it. Better yet, test it out.” He suggests. 

“How would | do that?” | ask, not in the mood for childish 
games but fairly unsettled by how close he is and how good 
his cologne smells. 

“Isn’t it obvious? Kiss me.” He smiles, with the confidence | 
know from before but don’t hate. 

“Are you insane?” | ask, my breathing getting shallow. 
“Only for you, Amanda. What do you have to lose? One kiss, 
and if you don’t feel anything, send me packing seven 
million dollars poorer. You keep the deeds. | think it’s a fair 
deal. I’m the one who stands to lose everything, but that’s 
how much | value one simple kiss from you.” He says and 
even has the gall to crack a smile. 

| kind of like that. Arthur used to be so hungry for money, 
and now he’s willing to throw it all away for... me. That sort 
of brazen bravado is his style, but | can’t detect foul play. 
Could he really... nooo....yes... maybe? | close my eyes, take 
a dignified posture and invite him. “If you must, then get on 
with it. Whenever you’re ready.” 

| wait, trembling the whole time but nothing happens. When 
| open my eyes, Arthur is standing in front of me. | want to 
comment he but grabs my shoulders, makes me stand, 


embraces me with his big arms, and before | can prepare 
again, kisses me. 

Everything stops, and although I’m in full control of my 
perception, it’s all focused on his lips. | can feel the texture, 
warmth, smoothness... the way he moves them... ahhhhh, 
what is this lightness that clears my chest of all the sticky 
negativity? With every second that passes, | fall deeper into 
his trap and forget why | was mad. Ahhh, | remember how 
good a kisser he was. God, how could | forget that? He 
supports my body so that | can focus on the kiss, and he is 
wise to do so because my legs are gone at this point, just 
two gelatinous masses, dangling under me. 

| want to break away but can’t. It’s not because Arthur is 
holding me but because I’m holding him. | desperately grab 
on to his head and pull him closer to me, hungry for him. 
The longing from years of being lonely coalesces in the 
desire to be held by this man, to feel him craving me more 
than anybody else in his life. 

“I missed you so much that my pain turned into a stone wall 
that held everybody at bay. | kept waiting for you to come 
and break it, to free me from my self-imposed exile. Where 
were you, you bastard? | waited for twenty-two years.” The 
words pour out of me, and he takes everything | have. 
“Right here.” He says and points to my heart. 

“Damn right.” | cry on his chest and keep hitting him with 
arm flails, unloading years of emotions. Arthur caresses my 
hair and kisses my forehead, making me even madder. | cry, 
scream, curse, and hit the poor man until I’m satisfied. He 
doesn’t move. By the end, I’m a mess, but he still looks at 
me with love. At this rate, he'll eventually break through. 
“l'm hungry, so l'Il cook. Will you be staying for lunch?” | 
ask. 

“| would like nothing more, Amanda. How can | help you?” 
Arthur says, excited all of a sudden. 

“Ahem, alright. For starters, get me a bowl of tomatoes from 
the garden.” 


“Yes, Ma’am.” He complies without sarcasm, grabs the 
nearest bowl and disappears outside. | clear seven million 
dollars worth of papers from the table and prepare to cook 
for Arthur and me in what seems like the first time in... 
forever. 


CHAPTER 26 


Isabel 


I’m almost done with the Cheesecake when a pair of arms 
embrace me, making me drop the hot tray out of surprise. 
Marcus screams but keeps the cake from falling and throws 
it on the counter in front of us. “Aaaaaaaa, that hurt.” He 
exclaims, running to the sink and pouring cold water on his 
fresh burns. 

“Oh my God, are you alright? Why did you do that?” | ask, 
getting a grasp on the situation. 

He looks up, clasping his jaws to keep from swearing. He 
checks his wounds and sighs in relief. “I never thought I’d be 
grateful for the callus on my hands. The hardened skin 
absorbed most of the damage, but it still hurts like a 
mother...” He interrupts his ranting, trying to be polite. “How 
are you today, sweet love?” He asks. 

Marcus has been trying nicknames for me over the last 
month, and so far, ‘troublemaker’ is the only one that seems 
to stick. “Fine and dandy until you came along, potty mouth 
fuzzy bear.” | answer while shaking his jaw and kissing him. 
He takes two plates and cutlery from the cupboard. “Just the 
two of us again?” Marcus asks while going into the dining 
room. 

“Yes.” 

“When was the last time you spoke with Art?” He asks. | 
bring the Roasted Red Pepper soup, put it in the middle of 
the table, and sit. 

“I think it was two or three days ago. They blew me off after 
about five minutes. Can you believe that?” The memory 
irritates me a bit because they’re my parents and | felt like | 
was interrupting them the whole time. 

“Sure can. Today, | asked Art if he planned on coming back 
to work since he’s been missing for over a month now and 
do you know what he said to me. That he isn’t the CEO 
anymore, Amanda is the legal owner of all that he has. Art 
laughed as if that was nothing and hung up.” Marcus 
communicates with a face that indicates he’s not mad. “So, 
your mom’s now a millionaire.” He laughs and proceeds to 


calmly fill his plate with soup, like all he told me a second 
ago was how a button on his shirt broke. 

| am stupefied, Art and Marcus have money, any idiot could 
see that, but they’re actually millionaires? Who knew that 
someone with that kind of financial potency would be as 
down to earth as my favorite men? Marcus notices me 
looking confounded at him. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing, I... was thinking about my parents.” | say, 
Snapping out of my wide-eyed revelation. We eat while 
Marcus keeps praising the soup and is interrupted by a 
ringing in my pocket. | take my phone out and see a video 
call from Art. One swipe later, his and mom’s faces come up 
on the screen, way to close to the device, making them look 
a little bit distorted. 

“How are my second and third favorite people in the world 
right now?” Art almost shouts with visible delight. 

“Ah, yea, we’re good.” | say, turning the phone to my man, 
who can’t speak because his mouth is full, he waves at them 
and the digitized couple waves back. Mom’s talked to 
Marcus a few times, but he always leaves the room to speak 
to her. Although | shouldn’t have, the temptation was too 
strong, so | spied one day and could barely contain my 
laughter, listening to Marcus being more polite than I’d ever 
heard him. He even bowed for some reason when saying 
goodbye, although it was a normal phone conversation. | 
think he wants to make a good impression. 

“| was kidding about you guys being my second and third 
favorite people. You and Amanda take the gold, while 
Marcus... hmm, he gets bronze.” Art tells me. 

“What happened to silver?” Marcus complains. 

“If you want the silver medal, you’ll have to earn it. Marcus 
and Isabel, | have a request for you two. | Know it’s a lot to 
ask, but you’d be doing us one hell of a favor. Amanda and 
|... we decided to take a six-week tour around the world. We 
need some more time to fix something that’s been bothering 


me for over two decades. Can you guys keep holding own 
the fort until we return?” Art pleads. 

“We?” | inquire, my interest piqued. 

“Yes, Izzie, we.” Amanda answers. “What do you say?” 

| look at Marcus, and he’s smiling while nodding. “Sure, by 
all means, take as much time as you need.” | say baffled by 
how natural my mom answered. She looks younger, 
somehow. They both do. The last month has done them a lot 
of good. 

“Alright then, we’ve got a thing to take care of so, Wow.. 
bye.” Art says and hangs up. 

“No way, did she pinch him just out of view of the camera?” 
Marcus asks, staring at my phone. “Isabel, do you think they 
hung up because they’re about to...” 

“Don’t put that image in my head. Those are my parents 
we're talking about.” | say, thinking the same thing. 
“They're definitely playing ‘hide the meat sausage’.” He 
says and laughs while chowing down on his food. 

“Stop it, that’s wrong.” | say and slap his shoulder, while 
barely containing my laughter. 

“He’s giving her the meat popsicle.” Marcus continues and 
dodges the next slap. “Ohh, man, she’s riding the five- 
legged pony right now.” He laughs and runs away while | 
chase him. “Art’s tenderizing the beef curtains.” He comes 
up with while running away like a child. 

“No sex for you tonight.” | decide, and he stops dead in his 
tracks. 

“Baby, let’s not get hasty here, and do something you'll 
regret later on. I’m sorry, | shouldn’t have said that. I’m sure 
that your mom’s not hypnotizing the one-eyed snake as we 
speak, or taking the wackadoodle into the barn. They’re 
probably talking about poetry over a nice cup of tea.” He 
sneers at me. Dammit, | should be mad, but it’s funny. | kiss 
him, and he picks me up, taking me to my room. 


CHAPTER 27 


Marcus 


| park my bike near her Mustang. Isabel’s leaning against it, 
breathing the crisp air. “Hey, troublemaker, did | keep you 
waiting?” | ask and kiss her while picking her small body up 
with one hand. 

“No. | enjoyed the nature in silence for a couple of minutes, 
but I’m ready to go now.” She smiles at me while picking her 
backpack up from the trunk. “You ready?” Isabel asks, 
checking me out. 

“As ready as I'll ever be.” | answer cryptically, while the 
shivers from the last couple days return, stronger than ever. 
We start on the familiar path, and it seems like we're 
approaching the summit of Heavens Peak too quickly. | start 
a conversation to calm myself down. 

“Any word from Amanda and Art?” | want to know. 

“Not for the last two weeks. It’s been radio silence once they 
reached Japan. It doesn’t matter. They should be home any 
day now.” She says and trails off happily, thinking about 
them. 

“Yea, the six weeks are up. Maybe they'll surprise us and 
appear unannounced.” 

“| don’t think so. My mom hates surprises.” She replies. 
“She didn’t seem to mind Art showing up at her house if | 
recall.” 

“That’s different. Besides, mom kind of rejected dad, | mean 
Art, for a while. He had to work hard to earn her trust. | 
talked to her on the phone one night, and she told me how 
bad she felt for treating him that way, while Art patiently 
went back time and again, until her anger disappeared. | 
think it’s romantic and beautiful. | also want the kind of love 
that takes the blows life delivers and keeps thriving.” She 
Says and tears up a bit. 

“| hope you find it.” | mock about, but she’s not amused. “| 
know you were talking about us.” | say, putting my hands 
up. “What would you have this poor fool who’s madly in love 
you do to appease you, angel?” 


“How about you try to be more romantic, spontaneous, and 
loving instead of using rude humor when | open my heart to 
you?” She scolds me, and I want to punch myself in the nuts 
for being too nervous and saying the wrong thing. 

“Duly noted. Be careful what you wish for, troublemaker.” | 
respond, and Isabel’s studies me with her feminine sixth 
sense on full blast, trying to understand what | meant by 
that. Shit, | revealed too much. | pick up the pace and get 
ahead of her inquisitive eyes. 

We spend the rest of the way talking about topics she 
chooses. | measure my words and make it near the summit 
without divulging anything else. Since we have about half 
an hour to go, and my phone has reception again, | send the 
text as per plan. Isabel is ahead and doesn’t notice 
anything. Good, we’re almost there. I’m happy but terrified 
at the same time. Come on, Marcus, you’ve faced way scarier 
situations than this one... Fuck, who am | kidding? I’d rather 
take on a whole squad of baseball bat and chain-carrying 
thugs than facing Isabel at the top of this mountain. Ah 
man, in a way, I’m happy we're almost there. One final push 
and | can relax and maybe get a good night’s sleep for the 
first time in two weeks. 

The cabin at the summit is in sight, and | seem to have lost 
my ability to speak. Isabel rushes over, and I pretend to drag 
my feet behind her, going over the necessary steps one last 
time and sending the final text. She reaches the edge of the 
cliff and sits, looking at the view. | crash at her side, 
breathing hard. 

“Someone skipped their cardio.” She teases me, seeing how 
winded | am. 

“Yea.” | answer and scan the sky until | soot what I’m looking 
for. The small dot grows in size as it approaches and pretty 
soon, we can hear its sound. 

“Look, a helicopter.” Isabel points out. 

The machine whirls get louder as it approaches and pretty 
soon, Isabel’s clinging to me, protecting her eyes as it flies 


over and lands on a flat area behind us. We stand and wait 
for the blades to settle down before approaching. The door 
opens, and Amanda comes out, followed by Art. They are 
both wearing a white dress and suit respectively, which 
contrasts nicely with their tans. They look happy and 
excited, as they should. Isabel is shocked and only moves 
when her mother opens her arms, inviting her to come. | 
take the opportunity to slip into the cabin... just like we 
planned. 


CHAPTER 28 


Isabel 


| run and jump into her arms, kissing my mom’s face and 
hugging her so hard that she nearly falls over. “Oh my God, 
what are you doing here? When did you come back? You 
look so good. Both of you do. Did you dye your hair? Oh my 
God, you’re here. | have so much to tell you about. Like this 
other day, Marcus rented a clown car and he...” | rant, but 
mom puts a hand over my mouth and stops me. She takes 
my head in her warm hands and looks at me for a long time, 
smiling and trying to keep from crying. 

“Hey there, kiddo.” Art says and embraces both of us. “We're 
home.” 

“Yes, you are, and looking better than ever.” | marvel at their 
youthful appearances and notice how their movements are 
different, light, almost effortless. Both look happy without 
trying, and their energy calms me down. 

“Izzie, there’s something we need to tell you. Over the last 
few months, your father and I... resolved our differences. We 
managed to get over our problems and discovered that 
although a lot of time passed and a lot of mistakes were 
made on both sides, we still loved each other. We took that 
vacation to reconnect properly and fulfill an old dream we 
both had. Isabel, I’m not talking about seeing the world, our 
dream was to get married one day, and our paths diverged 
before that could happen. So...” She pauses for tension, and 
the knot in my throat threatens to explode. 

“We did it! We got married in the Virgin Islands.” She 
reveals. 

| want to speak, but no words want to come out. A flood of 
pain leaving my body constricts my throat, and my face 
begins to contort as the only response | have is to cry 
uncontrollably. Mom embraces me, and her chest is warm 
and soft, allowing me to let it all out. The fear that my plan 
might not work out, that Art might be a horrible person, that 
mom won't be able to get over her pain, and that | might not 
be enough to bring them together is gone. There’s so much 


insecurity leaving my body that mom’s chest trembles every 
time | sigh or go into involuntary bursts of loud crying. 

She takes it all in silence, letting the natural process run its 
course. Dad joins in and holds me, caressing my hair and 
kissing the back of my head. | want Marcus to hold me as 
well, but | can’t see because of all the tears. We stay like 
that until the crying stops and the hiccups go away. Mom 
picks my head up. 

“There we go. Doesn’t it feel better now?” She asks with her 
kind voice. “Thank you for being my child. You area 
wonderful soul, and | wish nothing but happiness for you, 
Isabel.” 

“| feel the same way and also, want to thank you for having 
the courage to come to me, Isabel. You saved us. You 
brought your parents together, and we could not be happier 
that you did it. | love you to the sun and back, and will 
spend the rest of my days showing that to you, kiddo.” Art 
says with tears in his eyes. | embrace him and start to cry 
again, this time a warmth covers me and fills me up with joy. 
I’m happy. 

“I know you have a lot of questions for us, but they can 
wait.” Mom says, looking behind me. “We'll answer only one 
for now, the reason we're here. Turn around, Isabel.” 

| do what she says and see Marcus in a white suit, waiting for 
me at the spot where we stopped when we arrived. He looks 
nervous. What the hell? Mom pushes me and points to him. 
“Go. He’s waiting.” | don’t get it. What’s happening? Art 
leaks tears like an old pipe, and mom has to hold him. They 
follow me but keep their distance. What is this? My hands 
begin to shake, and an urge to run away from this weird 
dream-like sequence begins to make itself known in my 
mind. Still, the curiosity and the utter unreal feeling that 
surrounds me is too delicious to miss. | steel myself and take 
big strides toward my white knight...ooohhhh... 

An idea hits me, the white suit, the weird way Marcus acted 
all day, my parents being here and everybody acting so 


cryptic...no, it can’t be. The wind leaves my sails as | 
approach Marcus and see an expression on his face that he’s 
never made before. | may faint. My legs barely move 
anymore, and I’m lightheaded. He notices it, and in two 
steps, he’s near me, holding my weakened body, helping me 
get to the spot he was standing in earlier. 

| can see the whole area sprawling before me, flaunting its 
magnificence, but my eyes are trained on the man who 
stands before me, adjusting his suit and controlling his 
breathing. He stops fidgeting with his clothes and looks me 
in the eyes. Oh my, he’s serious about this. | can almost 
touch his determination. My hands rise and head to my 
mouth as he begins to speak. 

“Isabel, you might wonder what this is. Why Art and Amanda 
are here? Why I’m weird and wearing this monkey suit on 
top of a mountain? You are the reason, troublemaker. Ever 
since | met you, I’ve gone mad and gotten worse every day. 
You took the world | knew and flipped it on its head, 
changed the rules, and made me love it more than | thought 
possible. Before you came, Art and | were doing just fine, or 
so we thought. After meeting you, nothing was the same, 
and our lives felt empty without your presence. My life felt 
empty without you in it.” 


He takes my hands and kisses them, but I put them right 
back on my mouth, unable to move or speak. His words 
reach me and touch my heart, but what is said beyond the 
words moves me more, lifting my spirit in preparation for the 
ultimate question. I’m equally terrified and exhilarated. This 
took me completely by surprise, and I’m ill-equipped to deal 
with anything in a normal manner. All | can do is be here and 
listen carefully to every word that comes out of his mouth. 
“Isabel, you became my trusted partner, my best friend, my 
lover, my life. | am without a shadow of a doubt madly in 
love with you. My future was unclear until | met you, now, | 
can’t see it without your smile painting it in vibrant colors 


and adding what was missing from my life before. The love 
of a woman, your love, troublemaker. | feel like our souls are 
connected by a red string that most people talk about but 
few ever experience. Isabel, | am yours, and if you allow me, 
l'Il never leave your side. With you, I’m home no matter 
where we are.” He says with honesty, clarity, and a power 
that sweeps me off my feet. I’m mesmerized by his words 
and how they all touch my deepest expectations. 

“You know, | lost a lot of sleep over the last two weeks, 
planning this, rehearsing over and over again. As soon as | 
thought that | had it, my perfect speech vanished, and | had 
to come up with a new one. | did this a hundred times before 
realizing that what | had to do was to speak from the heart, 
not the head. Old habits, sorry. Here | am, fully naked, 
stripped of my ideas, misconceptions, and judgments, 
asking you to accept me for who | am while knowing that | 
can and am willing to change for you.” Marcus says with a 
soothing, calm voice while holding my shoulders. Please, | 
don’t know how much more of this | can take, at the same 
time, I’m almost in tears at the beauty of his words. 

“You are the love of my life. | want you forever. There is no 
greater gift in this world than your presence. After telling 
you all this, there is really only one question left to ask.” 
Marcus says, smiles while his eyes light up, takes a deep 
breath, and slowly gets down on one knee. 


| almost have an out of body experience. The whole scene is 
clear for me as if I’m watching it from above. Mom and dad 
are ten feet away, holding each other and crying in silence 
while smiling. | stand, Marcus kneeling before me, and 
beyond us is the vast open space of Montana, harboring us 
in its green heart, blessing our union, and gently bringing 
me back to my body, after it has bestowed its tender wisdom 
on my soul. 

I’m here, truly here, watching Marcus reach for his pocket 
and pull out a small black box. My entire future is in there, 


trapped by a fateful question and my answer to it. What do | 
want? Is this man the one I desire and want to have at my 
side for the rest of my life? Do | love him enough to be able 
to make such a decision right now? Do! want him to be my... 
husband? | take all these questions and throw them all in 
the fire that surrounds my heart, waiting for the answers 
that come back. Marcus opens the box. Oh my God, the ring 
is out of this world, simple, white gold or platinum, in a thin 
band that gets even thinner near the stone, which is a 
beautiful diamond, expertly embedded in the precious metal 
by meticulous hands. The artistry is beyond words. | love it. 
The answers to my questions return just as he begins to 
speak, not as words, but as a love that clears my head of 
doubt and hesitation. Just like Marcus said, I’m home in his 
presence. My love for this man goes beyond anything else. 
This is my chance to be happy for the rest of my life, and lII 
take it without wasting another second. “Isabel Jenkins 
Hayes, will you marry me?” Marcus asks, but before he can 
finish his question, | yell. “Yes!” 

“Yes, | will marry you.” | say and extend my hand while 
smiling, crying, and laughing uncontrollably. He pulls the 
ring out of the box with practiced ease, given how smoothly 
he does it, takes my hand and slides the promise of 
happiness on my finger. It fits perfectly. Mom and dad begin 
to applaud and cheer. Marcus stands and leans in. “I love 
you, Isabel.” “I love you too, Marcus.” | say before he kisses 
me for the first time in front of my parents and | realize 
there’s nothing weird about that. I’m his fiancée, so that’s 
perfectly normal. Oh my God, I’m his fiancée. We're getting 
married. l'Il be a wife... his wife. 

Art and mom approach and hug us, both trying to speak at 
the same time. | can’t understand a word, but I’m sure it’s 
nothing but good things. Marcus doesn’t want to let go, but 
mom and dad make him, and take us back to the helicopter, 
where somebody put up a table, four chairs, and plenty of 
food. 


“Ahh, it was so hard to keep it all a secret, you have no 
idea.” Art says to me. 

“How long did you know about this?” | ask. 

“Hmm, about two weeks, | guess.” Mom answers. 

“Two weeks?” | repeat. 

“Well, yea. We’ve been home for about ten days now, 
preparing everything.” Art reveals. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Here’s the short version, Izzie. We’ve been talking to your 
now fiancee, Marcus Wilson here, for months, getting to 
know each other, and realizing he’s a good man.” Mom says. 
“When he told us he wanted to marry you, we naturally 
came home and helped. It all started with your ring finger 
size. Oh, that was an adventure...” She recalls, and | 
remember thinking that the ring being a perfect fit was a 
nice coincidence. 

“What else are you hiding from me?” | ask while looking at 
Marcus, who is pushed from behind just like me. 


“Well, let’s just say that this is the first part of a full day for 
us. Right now, let’s take a seat and remember how to 
breathe again, ok?” He says, relieved and happy. 

“A full day, you say?” | ask, almost immune to more 
surprises. 

“Ah, sweetheart, you have no idea. Your mom and | sold an 
arm and a leg to...” Dad begins, but mom covers his mouth. 
“Arthur, remember the talk we had before?” She asks. 

“Yes, but I’m just so excited. My baby is getting married. 
How can | stand still? Tell me.” He pleads to her, and mom 
laughs, kissing him and calming him down. 

We all sit at the table and begin to talk and eat. | am allowed 
to ask any questions, except for today’s upcoming program. 
There is laughter all around, and | can’t believe how familiar 
Marcus and my mom are with each other, despite meeting 
for seemingly the first time. They have much to tell me, and 
| want all the answers. | grab Marcus’s hand under the table, 
and when he squeezes it, | can feel the ring pressing against 
my fingers, reconfirming his love and what just happened. 
I’m so grateful to have my family around me, happy with 
each other and happy for me, for us. When | found out mom 
and dad got married, | wasn’t sure what my family name was 
anymore. Jenkins or Hayes. Now I know. It’s Wilson, Mrs. 
Isabel Wilson. 


EPILOGUE 


Marcus 


Ah, man, | don’t know about this suit. Is it any good? | can’t 
tell because Isabel usually picks them out for me. This one, 
l'II have to decide on by myself. She said that she only wants 
to see it on our wedding day. 

“Art, where’s Amanda?” | ask a little louder, so the sound 
travels out from the changing room. 

“Let me check. Do you need help?” He answers. 

“Yea. | have no idea if this tux looks good on me.” 

“Get out here and show me. l'Il give you an honest opinion.” 
He offers. 

“Alright.” | say and open the swinging door of the stall. Art 
bursts out in laughter just as Amanda walks into view. 
“What the hell, man? Your fashion sense is like shit that 
doesn’t stink, nonexistent.” The bastard laughs at his gross 
comparison before Amanda slaps his bald spot. | enjoy that 
very much. She comes to me and caresses my face with 
compassion, letting me know that Art was right, despite 
being an asshole. 

“Come with me. We'll find something for you from this 
century, alright?” Her sympathy hurts more than Art’s 
insults, but | trust her instincts. 

“How... Amanda, this is... incredible.” | recognize her fashion 
prowess while she smiles and admires me in the large mirror. 
The suit she picked out was made for me. | look great, 
bringing her with me was a great idea. 

We stick around until she picks a Surprisingly awesome suit 
for Art as well and head home with our bounty. Amanda’s 
taken a liking to me over these last eight months, and she’s 
heavily involved in all the wedding planning. This woman is 
worth her weight in gold. Somehow, she’s become the 
mother I always wanted, and that is priceless to me. 

Her influence on Art has been phenomenal, to say the least. 
He’s at the gym every day, Art’s even lost his beer belly. He 
eats clean food cooked by her, and has been training harder 
than me for over half a year now. He’s back in shape and 
flaunting it to everyone who’s to slow to run away. The man 


is happy, his wife is a little annoyed but also happy. They are 
opposites in personality but find a point in the middle where 
they share the same vision of life, and that helps them get 
along in a way I’ve never seen before. | hate to say this, but 
Art is a role model for me in that respect. l'Il die before | tell 
him that but it’s the truth. 

We get to their house, where Isabel is waiting with dinner 
almost ready. “Sweetheart, you’re not done yet? | thought 
you'd have no problem finishing the Tourtieres.” Amanda 
tells her daughter. 

“Mom, I’m working, remember? The teaching job is keeping 
me busy, but it’s a lot of fun. | forgot to tell you, the faculty 
asked me to coach their swimming team. There’s a lot of 
potential in those kids. I’m excited.” Isabel says. 

“If it makes you happy, I’m happy. Now, let’s have a taste of 
your cooking. Ah, honey, you need to put in a little more 
canola oil.” She notices. 

Her and Isabel get in a heated discussion about the 
importance of said oil in the dish while we, the men, starve 
at the table. The chatter dies down ending in a stalemate, 
and we all eat while engaging in a lively discussion about 
the preparations for the wedding that’s just around the 
corner. 


Isabel slides her hand on my thigh, letting me know that 
dessert will be served in our bed, later tonight. We’ve been 
talking about having children lately. My angel says that 
when she’s ready for it, she'll stop taking her birth control 
pills. The exciting part is that Isabel won’t tell me when she 
does it. Every time | slide into her and pump my seed into 
her womb might be the moment she gets pregnant. It makes 
me crazy horny, and tonight is no exception. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Isabel 


The sun is burning hot today. | have a hat on, but Benjamin 
keeps throwing his away. He told me that at his age, nobody 
wears hats anymore. He’s five years old and already 
rebellious. He must take after his father. Speaking of my 
bear, where is he? Marcus disappeared a little while ago with 
Dad, without saying a word. 

“Grandma, look.” Ella says, running over with her cute little 
legs and putting a shell in mom’s hands. She’s so precious, 
handling the crustacean with the utmost care. Mom’s a bit 
grossed out but does her best to encourage my baby girl. 
Ella takes her approval as a sign to find more and runs back 
to the edge of the water, scooping sand and looking for 
marine life. 

Mom puts the shell back in the bucket, watches Ella run 
around, and leans back satisfied, and determined to get a 
proper tan. | watch her, and the kids enjoy themselves on 
this beautiful piece of paradise. Hm, yes, | can see why mom 
and dad chose this place to get married. They insisted that 
we make the Virgin Islands our vacation destination this 
year. Although | resisted at first, I’m glad they convinced me 
to come. 

A pair of hands cover my eyes, it’s pointless because I'd 
recognize those callous anywhere. “Hey, baby. Where have 
you been?” | ask, and Marcus sits next to me, excited. He 
kisses my shoulder, obviously wanting to say something but 
holding back. It must be a surprise, so | let him be. 

“Isabel, Art and | have been thinking.” He begins. 

“Oh, no.” | joke around. 

“No, no, listen, this one is gonna be good, and also 
educational for the kids.” He says excitedly, and | recognize 
his mannerisms in Benjamin. “Ella loves marine life, right? 
Benji told me he wants to see a monster. | found the solution 
to meet both of their needs. This afternoon, we go whale 
watching.” He exclaims with so much joy that it makes me 
SUSPICIOUS. 


“So, you're doing this for the kids, yes? Not because you 
want to see them.” | question him. 

Marcus smiles like a kid who got caught stealing cookies. 
“Fine, | want to see them just as much. You have to do these 
things while here, | mean, where else do we get a chance to 
get this close to real whales?” He explains, and his 
innocence melts my heart. Who would have thought that 
this mountain of a man has such a soft side to him? | caress 
his face, and he understands that he can stop explaining. 

“I think that’s a great idea. | love you, bear.” | say and kiss 
him. He drops his innocence in a second and kisses me back 
full of passion, too much in fact. “Marcus, stop grabbing my 
ass, mom is right here.” 

“Amanda, you don’t see any of this.” He tells her. 

“You're right.” Mom says and turns her back to us, napping 
in peace. 

“See? It’s fine.” He continues. 

“Dad!” | yell. 

He appears from somewhere and pushes Marcus away, 
flexing his sizeable muscles and standing between him and 
me. “Fear not, sweet daughter, your valiant father is here to 
drive the beast away.” He announces, putting a fist to his 
heart and bowing. 

“Not if the beast has anything to say about it.” Marcus 
reveals, getting in a prowler stance. 

He jumps on dad, and the two go down, wrestling in the 
sand. The kids notice and come to see what’s happening. We 
tell them that dad and grandpa are only playing, so Ella 
chooses to help Marcus, while Benjamin takes his 
grandfather’s side. The kids fill their buckets with sand and 
throw them on their “enemies.” It’s hilarious, and the two 
supposed adults make a whole spectacle out of it, chasing 
the kids around while making monster noises. Since our two 
little bundles of joy are four and five years old, they still 
enjoy these games and run around the beach, screaming in 
both fear and excitement. 


Each man picks one of the kids up and runs back to our 
lounge chairs, to announce the whale-watching trip planned 
for later. Ella jumps for joy, while Benjamin starts making 
whale noises, they’re excited. Marcus sits near me and 
shakes his hair, scattering sand over my oiled up body. | get 
a little annoyed and chase after him, followed by our kids. 
“Oh, lIl get you for that.” | tell him. 

“You already got me, baby.” He says while stopping, 
catching me in his arms and kissing me, while our Ella and 
Benji cover their eyes and act disgusted. He’s right. Marcus 
promised me happiness and delivered more than | could 
have ever hoped for. | let him have his moment. He deserves 
it and all the ones that will come from this beautiful union 
that started as a need to bring my family together and 
ended in making it bigger and more beautiful than | could 
have ever imagined. 
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